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. "DEDICATION. 


TO Her, whoſe appruvation of this Drama, and“ 
» 1 


” - 


whoſe peculiar delight in the applauſe it has re- 


ceived from the Public, have been to ms the higheſcÞ 


gratification its ſucceſs has produced dedicate - þ 


_ 1 


RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDA 
Harvard College Library 1 
May 96, rg <8 
| 5 Git er | 
1 Alexander Coctrne | | 
Or Boeto-. . 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

- AS the two tranſlations which have been pub] 4 
Kotzebue s SPANIARDS IN Peru” have, 
ſtand, been very generally read, the Publie 

poſſeſſion of all the materials neceſſary to form « 
judgment on the merits and defects of the Play per i 
-formed at Drury-Lane Theatre. 


— CnY n 


PROLOGUE. | 


3 | IT. EN BY 2: 
8 RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, ESQUIRE. 
an 4 * . * ; 8 [on . * 5 | ; - : 4 7 ; ; ; | : 
| #4 vom * SPOKEN -BY MR * KING. 1 - 8 
e lt. by. rae gales, while vet reluctant May, 1 
Wichhohds the beauties of the vernel day; ̃ 7 


As ſome tond maid, whim mairon frowns reproves 


A 5 Juldends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; n 5 
MM The ſeaſon's plaaſures tro delay their haur, 5 
Auch, Winter” revels with protracted power: F 
ben blame not, Critics it, thus late, we bring i 
A Winter Drama—iut reproach—the ſpring. » itt 
rat prudent Cit dares yet the leafon truſt, I 
AN B ſe in his whiſky, and enjoy the duſt? | ':W 
10 . Hors'd i» Cheaviide, carce yet the gayer ſpark .= 
I. Achizves the Sunday triumph of the Park; i 
21 Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be late, h | # 
= Scour the New, Road, and daſh thro? Groſvenar-gate: _ 
i ; Anx us-xet timorous too !—his ſteed to ſhow, | 


8 The hack Bucephalus of Rotten-row. 
1 Carelels he ſeems, yet, vigilantly fly, 
> Was the ſtray glance of Ladies paſſing by, 
= While his off heel, infiduonfle aſide, 


. 


I 


Pro cokes the caper which he feems to chide 

Scarce rural Ke: ſington due hinour gains; 4 
The vulgar verdure of ber walk remains ; 
Where white-robed miſt-s amble two by. two, : 


[ Nodding to booted beaux“ How'do, how'dy ??? 
- FF With gen'rous queſtions that no anſwer wait, 
4 % How vaſtly foll! Alu“ you come vaſtly late? 
- | <4 Fri't it quite charming? When do you leave town? 


„ A'n't you quite tu d? Pray can we ſet you down?“ 
Thete ſuburb pleaſures of a London May, 
* Imperfect yet, we hail the cold delay; 
. Should our Play pleaſe-Land you're indulgent ever-- 
| Be your decree---4 "Tis better late than never.“ 
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aus, king af Quito, — - Mr. powzi fz . 7 by 


GLLA, Myr. KeMBLe. 
7 I Commanders of his Army, 3 ,. C. Kina 
ORA, Alonzo? s Wife, - Ms. Jonvan. 
anno, Leader of the Spaniards, Mr. BAR 
| IRA, Pizarro's Miſtreſs, 0 Mrs. Sippods. 
f 8 « 2 Mr. Cavrieier) 
| Goxzafo,). EE (Mr. WenTwon 
| Daviita, Pizarro's A ſſociates, Mr. TxutMAN 
 Gomr2z, (A.. Su Mor. 
» VaLvespe, Pizarro's Secretary, - Mr. R. PaLME 3 
14 Las-Casas, a Spaniſh I Mr. Alexi. 4 | 1 
An old blind Man - .- Mr. Coxy, |, Fad hs 
5 ROZEMBO, an old Cacique, Mr. Dowrowny © 
A Boy, - - = - _ Maſter CnAT T. 
A Centinel, — V Myr, HorLANp. 
Attendant — - - Mr. Mabpocx 
/ Peruvian Officer, o Mr. Axcxr 
! Soldiers, Meſſrs. FIsRER, Evans, CurPPENDALE, WEBB, Oe. 
ö THE VOCAL PARTS BY 
Me,. Kerry, Sevowick, DiGNum, DAN BY, Tc. Mrs. 
: Crxoucs, Mi/s DR Caur, Mis SrREEENS, Miſs Lxax, Miſs. 
{ Dvxous, Tc. | | | | 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. 


A magnificent Pavilion near PizARRO's ent- View of the 


to kifs her hand; ELvIRA, awakened, riſes and looks at 
him with indignation, | 


* 


fig TY. 
* fol 
9 


= the few moments of repoſe my haraſſed mind can 
+ ſnatch amid the tumults of this noiſy camp ? Shall I inform 


thee to Pizarro? Hey! | DE 
— _ Pal. I am his ſervant, it is true—truſted by him and ! 
know him well; and therefore 'tis I aſk, by what magic could 
Pizarro gain your heart, by what fatality fill holds he your 
= -affcQtion ? Ru 3 

El. Hold! thou truſty SecrETARY ! | a 


Ful. Ignobly born! in mind and manners rude, ferocious, 
and unpoliſhed, though cool and crafty if occaſion need -in 


youth audacious=ill his firſt manheod—a licenſed pirate 


uu hero is he tyled—the firſt of Spaniſh conquerors! and for 
warrior ſo accompliſhed, tis fit Elvira ſhould leave her noble 
ie! _— her fame, her home, to ſhare the dangers, kumours, 
and thecrimes of ſuch a lover as Pizarro ! 1 

2 Elu. What! Valverde moralizing ! But grant I am in error, 
That is my incentive ?—Paſſion, infatuation, c ll it as you will; 


Y but what attaches chez to this deſpiſed, unworthy leader f= 


Baſe lucre is thy object, mean fraud thy means. Could you 
gain me, you only hope to win a higher intereſt in Pizarro—f 
know you. e | 

| Pal. On my foul, you wrong me; what elſe my fau'ts, I 
3X have none towards you; ** indu ge the ſcora and levity of 


Spaniſh Camp in the back Ground.—ELvixA is diſcovered ' 
ſleeping under a Canopy on one fide of the Pavilion. 
YALvERDE enters, gazes on ELvisa, kneels and attempts 
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1 Elv. UDACIOUS ! Whence is thy privilege to interrupt 


% 


your maſter of this preſumptuous treachery ? Shall I diſcloſe . 


treating men as brutes; the world as booty; yet now the Spa- 
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r nature; do it while yet the time e the gloomy 
| our, I fear, too ſoon approaches. 
| Blu. Valverde, a prophet too! 
Val. Hear me, Elvira—Shame from his late defeat, 00 
burning wiſhes for revenge, again have brought Pizarro to | 
Peru: but truſt me, he over-rates his ſtrength, nor meaiures . 
well the foe. Encamped in a ſtrange country, where terror © « 
| cannot force, nor corruption buy a ſingle friend, what have we 
do hope? The army murmuring at increaſing hardſhips, while 
Pizarro decorates with gaudy ſpoil the gay pavilion of his 
luxury! each day diminiſhes our force. 
j lv. But are you not the heirs of thoſe that fall? MA 
Ful. Are g: in and plunder then our only purpoſe ? Is this * 
| | © 
*Plvira's heroitn ? 1 
Elv. No, lo ſave me Heaven! I abhor the motive, means, 4 
and end ot your purſuits ; but I will truſt none of you: —in 
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pour whole army there is not one of you that has a heart, or 
ipeaks ingenuouly—aged Las-Caſas, and he alone, excepted. }-7 
Val. He! anenthufiait in the oppoſite aud worle extreme! 


Ely. Oh! had I earlier known that virtuous man, how dif- 15 
Ferent mi;.ht my lot have been! 5 

Pal. 1 will grant, Pizarro could net then ſo eaſily have duped 
you; forgive me, but at that event I ſtill muſt wonder, 

Elv. Hear me, Valverde.— When firſt my virgin fancy 
waked to love, Pizarro was my country's idol. Scli-taught, 7 
5 . ſelf-raiſcd, and ſelf-ſupported, he became. a hero; and I was 
formed to be won by glory and renown. Tis known chat 
when he left "tap in a flight veſſel, his force was not an 
hundred men. Arrived in the iſland ef Gallo, with his ſword 1 
He grew a line upon the ſands, and ſaid, “ Pafs thoſe who fear 
to die or conquer with their leader. "Thirteen alone remained, 
and at the head of theſe the warrior flood his ground, Even 
at the moment when my ears firſt cavght this tale, my heart 
exclaimed, ©* Pjzarrois its lord !*? What fince I have perceived, 
or thought, or felt! you muſt have more worth to win the 
knowledge of. 

Fal. I preſs no further; till aNured that while Alonzo de 
Mollina, our General's former friend and pupil, leads the 
enemy, Pizarro never more will be a conqueror. (Trumpets 
without. 

Etv. Silence! I hear him coming; look not perplexed.— 
How myſtery. and fraud confound the countenance ! — | 
put on an honeſt face, if thou canſt. | 
Pizarro. { Speaking <vithout. / Chain and ſecure ann | 1 
will examine him myſelf. 


PIZARRO enters. 


(Valverde boros—Elvira laughs.) 
bis. Wby 12 thou ſmile, Elvira? 
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detter of the two, becauſe it depends upon myſelf, and yours 


= wonder and delight, would throw him on my neck, and iweary - 


precepis of hihmanity, raifed in Alonzo's mind a new enthu- 


allies, that ſoon: he forc'd me—Ha ! I burn with ſhame and fury 
While F own it} in bafe retreat and fout diſcomfiture to quit 


| A TRAGIC PLAY. = 
Iv. To laugh or weep without a reaſon, is one of the few 
privileges we women have. . =—=_ 1 7 
Piz. Elvira, I will know the cauſe, I am reſolyed! 
Elv. Tam glad of that, becauſe I love reſolution, and am 
reſolved not to tell you. Now my reſolution, I take it, is the 


does not. 6 

Piz. Pſha ! trifter ! 5 : | pe : 

Val. Elvira was laughing at my apprehenſions that | 

Piz. Apprehenſions ! 1 5 ä | 

Val Yes—tha! Alonzo's ſkill and genius ſhould fo have dif» 
eiplined and informed: © enemy, as to | 

Dig. Alonzo! the traitor } How IT once loved that man? 
His noble mother entruſted im, a boy, to my protection. At 
my table did he feaſt—-in my tent diet ne repoſe. I had marked 
his early genius, and the valourous ſpirit that grew with it. 
Often I had talked to him of our firſt adventures—what florms 
we ſtruggled with=owhat perils we ſurmounted. When landed 
with a hender hoſt upon an unknown land=then, when I told 
how amine and fatigue, di.cord and toil, day by day, did thin 
our auks; amid clole-preffing enemies, how flill undaunied L: 
endurt i and dared—rmaintained. my purpoſe and my power in 
deſpyoont growling mutiny or bold revolt, till wich my faith - 
ful tew .emaining I became at laſt victorious - When, I ſays 
of theſe things I ipoke, the youth, Alonzo, with tears of - 


o 


nis ſcul's ambition ca ned no other leader. | 
Val. What conid fubdur attachment ſabegun 2 N 
Fix. Las-Caſas he it was, with faſcinating craft and canting 


a 7 
a} Wind A . Fn 
c 22 9957, 


NO 


Rain, wich forced him. is the ſtripling termed ity, to forego his 
country's ciaims forthoſe of human nature. 8 

Pul. Yes, the traitor lett you, jointd the Peruvians, and be- 
came thy enciny and Spain's. . 

Him. But firit with wearileſs remonſtrance he ſued to win 
me from my purpoſe, and untwine the ſword from my deter- 
mined graſy, Much he ipoke of right, of juſtice and humanity, 
calling the Peruvians cur innocent and unoffending brethren?” 

Pal. They !-Obdurate heathens !—They our brethren ! 

Pig. But when he found the foft folly of the pleading tears 
he dropt upon my boſom tell on marble, he flew and joined 
the toe then, proftiing by the leflous he had gained in wrong'd-. 
Pizarro's ſchool, the youth ſo diſciplined and led his new 


oo th 


the ſhore. : 
Tal. But the hour of revenge is come. | | 
Fir. It u I arg ceturned—my forg is Reepgihened and the 
1 F Aa udlaciors 
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udacioue Boy Mall ſoon know that Harro lives, and ha 


2 gratefu] recollection of the thanks he owes him. 

Pal. Tis doubted whether ftill Alonzo lives. 

Piz. Tis certain that he does; one of his armour- bearers 
is juſt made priſoner; twelve thouſand is tkeir force, as he 
reports, led by Alonzo and Peruvian Rolla. - This day they 
- make a ſolemn ſacrifice on their ungodly altars. We muſt 
profit by their ſecurity, and attack them unprepared the ſa- 
crificers ſhall become the victims. 

Blu. (Afide.) Wretched innocents! And their own blood 
Mall bedew their altars! 

Piz. Right! (Trumpets oithout,) Elvira, retire ! 

Elu. Why ſhould J retire ? 

Pix. Becauſe men are t > meet here and on manly bufineſs. 

Ev. O, men! men! ungrateful and perverſe ! O, woman! 
till affectionate though wrong'd! The Beings to whole eyes 
you turn for animation, hope, and rapture, through the days 
of mirth and revelry ;; and on whoſe boſoms in the hour of 
4tore calamity you fock for reſt and confolation ;, THEM, when 
the pompous fo fo ilies of your mean ambition are the queſtion, 
vou treat as play-things or as ſlaves I ſhal} not retire, 

Piz. Remain then—and, if thou canſt, be filent. 
 E#tv. They only babble who practiſe not reflection. Hall 
think—and thought is ſilence. _ 

Pix. Ha '—there's ſomething in her manner lately 

Pizarro hots Rernly and ſuſpicionfly toxwards Elvira, avho 

meets him with a commanding and. unaltered eye., 


Huter Las-Casas, ALMAGKO, GonzaLo, DAV1LLA) 07 
fers and Soldiers. Trumpets without. 
Las. C. Pizarro, we attend your ſummons, 


Piz. Welcome, venerable father my friends, moſt wel- 


-ome. Friends and fellow-ſoldiers, at length the hour is ar- 
rived, which to Pizarro's hopes preſents the full reward of 
bur undaunted enterpriſe and long enduring toils, Confident 
in ſecurity, this day. the toe devotes to ſolemn ſacrifice : if 
with bold ſurpriſe we ſtrike on their folemnity---truſt to your 
leader's word—we fhall not fail. _ 

Alm. Too long inactive have we been mouldering on the 
coaſt ; our ftores exhauſted, and our ſoldiers murmuring— 
Battle! Battle !==then death to the arm'd, and chains for the 
defenceleſs. 

Da v. Death to the whole Peruvian race! 
Las. C. Merciful Heaven! 
Alm, Yes, General, the attack, and inſtantly ! Then ſhall 


Alonzs, baſking at his caſe, ſoon ceaſe to ſcoff our ſuffering. 


and icorn our force. | 
Las- C. Alonzo !—fcorn and preſumption are not in his nature. 
Alm. *Tis fit Las-Caſas ſhould defend his pupil, 
Fig. Speak not of the traitor ; vi hear his name but as the 


joody. 


in 


1 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 


agreed? | 
Alm. and Daw. We are. 
Gon. All !—Battle ! Battle! 


Las-C. Is then the dreadtul meaſure of your cruelty not yet 


complete ?-Battle !—gracious Heaven! Agaiit whom 


2— 


Againſt a King, in whole m. boſom your atrocious injuries 
cven yet have not excited h.! but Who, inſulted or victori- 
# ous, ſtill ſues for peace. Ageind a People who never u ronged 
= the living being their Creator formed: a People, who, children 
of innocence ! received you as cheriſh'd gueſts with eager hof 
pitality and confiding kindneſs. Generouſly and freely did 


'3 
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homes : you repaid them by fraud, oppreſſion, and diſhonour, 
Theſe eycs have witnefled all I ſpeak— as Gods you were re- 


ceived ; as Fiends have you acted: 


Piz. Las-Caſas! 


' - Las-C. Pizarro, hear me I— Hear me, chieftains ! And | 
> thou, Ail-powertul! whoſe thunders can ſhiver into ſand the 
adamantine rock—whote hghtnings can pierce to the core of 


the rived and quaking earth—=Oh! let thy power give effect 
to thy ſervant's words, as thy ſpirit gives courage to his will! 


Do not, I implore you, Chieftains---Countrymen---Do 


not, 1 


implore you, renew the foul barbarities which your inſatiate 


>} avarice has inflicted on this wretched, unoffending race !- -But 
huſh, my ſighs- - fall not drops af ufelets ijorrow !---heart- 


break- 


ing anguiſh, choke not my utterance---All I entreat is, ſend 
me be 
the meſſenger of penitence tor you, I ſhall return with bleſſings 


me once more to thoſe you c your ene mies- Oh!] let 


and with peace from them. Elvira, you weep! Alas! and 


does this dreadful criſis move no heart but thine ? 


Aim. Becauſe there are no women here but ſhe and thou. 
Pix. Cloſe this idle war of words: time flies, and our op- 
portunity will be loſt. Chicttains, are ye for inſtant battle! 


All. We are. 


Las-C. Oh, men of blood !---(Kreels.) God! thou haft 


2* anointed me thy ſervant---not to curſe, but to bleſs my 


coun- 


trymen: yet now my bleſſing on their force were blaſphemy 
againſt thy goodueſs.---(Ri/es.) No! I curſe your purpoſe, 
homicides ! I curſe the bond of blood by which you ate united. 
May fell diviſion, infamy, and rout, defeat your projects and 


rebuke your hopes! On you, and-.on your children, 


b- the 


peril of the innocent blood which ſhall be ſhed this day! I 


F leave you, and for ever! No longer ſhall thefe aged eyes be 


feared by the horrors they have witneſſed, In caves, in foreſts, 
will I hide myſelf; with tigers and with lav g“ baſis will J 


commune: and when at length we meet again beto 


te the 


bleſs'd tribunal of that Deity, whoſe mild docti ines aud whoſe 
mercies ye haye this day renounced, then ſhail you £ 


cel the 
agony 


| _ = M 
bloody ſummons to ailault and vengeance., It appears we are 


1 


they ſhare with you their comforts, their treaſurts, and their 
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agonc and grief of ſoul which tear the boſom of your accuſer 
now ! / Going.) 
Flv. Las-Caſas? Oh! take me with thee, Las-Caſas. 
Las-C. Stay, loit, abuſed lady! I alone am uſeleſs here.--- 


Perhaps thy lovelineſs may perſuade to pity, where reaſon aud 


religion plead in vam. Oh! fave thy innocent fellow-creatures 


if thou canſt : then ſhall thy frailty be redeemed, and thou 


yt ſhare the mercy thou beſtoweſt. | Exit. 
;z. How, Elvira, wouldſt thou leave me? 


| Ara I am bewildered, grown terrified. Your inhumanity 
and that good La:-Caſas---oh ! he appeared to me juſt now 


ſomething more than heavenly : and you! ye all looked worſe 
than carthlv. 

Piz. Compaſſion ſometimes becomes a beauty. 

El. Humanity :lways becomes a conqueror, 


Am. Well, Heaven be praiſed, we are rid of the old mo- 


raliſt. 
Gon. I hope he'll join his preaching pupil, Alonzo. 


Biz. Now to prepare our inufter and our march. At mid- 


day is the hour of the ſacrifice. Conſulting with our guides, 
the rout of your divifons ſha'! be given to each commander. 
If we ſurpriſe, we conquer; and it we conquer, the gates of 
Quito will be open to us. 

Alm. And Pizarro tuen be monarch of Peru. 

Piz. Not fo tait=ambition for a time muſt take wants 


frora difcretion. Acaiiba hill muſt hold the ſhadow of a ſceptre 


in his Band- -Pizarro ftil] appear dependant ups n Spain: while 
the pledge of future peace, bis daughter's hand lecures the 
proud iucceſion to the crown. feek. 
Im. This is beſt. In P. ar 's plans chro the ſtateſman's 

be er guides the warrior's valour. 

Fal. 6 Jide to Elvit a.) You mark, Elvira! 

Ha. O, ves; this is bett---this is excellent. 

Piz. You ſeem offended. H vira ſtill retains. my heart. 
Think -a ſceptre u aves me on. 


Elv. Offended ? No!-Thou know'ſt by glory is my 


idol; and this will be moſi glorious, mofi juft ; aud honourable. 


Piz What mean you. 


Elv. Oh! nothing mere wemau's prattle- a jealous whim, 


rbaps: but let it not impede the royal hero's courſe. 
(Trumpets evithout.) The call of arms invites . Iu——Away 4 
a«ay! you, his brave, his worthy felt warriors. 


Pig. And vo you not with me? 


Ev. Un ubtedly! 1 needs mult be the firſt to hail 5 fas 


ture mona 5 Per u. 
Bxler Gomnr 2. 


Alm. * Gomes! what bring' ft thou? 
Hoca. On ponder hills among the palin * we have we for: 


— 


n 
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A TRAGIC PLAY. 7 
priſed an old cacique; eſcape by flight he cvald not, and we 
asd him and his atiendant PEE yet his * breathe 

T nought but bitterneſs and ſcorn. 

Biz Drag him before us. 
(Gom / leaves the tent, and returns u rondasvag Orozembo 
and &tiendant, in chains, guarded.) 

Y What art thou, ſtranger ? 
Oro. Firſt tell me which among you is _ captain of this 
| band of robbers. ' 
* . Ha! 
ba Madman !—Tear out his tongue, or ele 
Oro. Thou' le hear forte truth. 
X' Dav. (Shewing his poinard) Shall 1 not plunge this into 
his hearc :. 
Oro. (To Piz.) Does your army boaſt many ſuch heroes 29 
3 at : 


* . Audacious ! This imolence has ſealed thy doom. Die 
KF 3 "ſhalt, grey-headed ruffian. But firſt contefs what thou 
F&knoweſl, 


Oro. | know that which thou haft juft aſſured me of—that 


Fa ſhall die. 


. Leſs audacity verhaps might have preſerved thy life. 
Urs. My life is a withered tree—it is not worth preſerving. 
Piz. Hear me, old man. Even now we march againſt the 
{Peruvian army. We know ther: is a Yecret path that leads to 
Pour ſtrong hold among the rocks; guide us to thats and name 
thy reward. If wealth be thy . Y 
Oro. Hal ha! he! ha! 2 
Piz. Doſt thou deſpiſe my offer ? 
Oro. Thee and thy offer! Wealth I have the wealth of 
wo dear gallant ſons—l have ſtored in heaven the riches which 


7 repay good actions here, and ſtill my chiefeſt raf 3 
bear about me. 


Piz. What is that? Inform me. 


Oro. I will; for it never can be thine—the treaſure of a pure 


© C unſullied conicience. 

4 Piz. I believe there i is n other Peruvian who dares ſpeak as 
thou doſt. 

1 Oro. Would I could believe th is no —_ Spaniard who 
& dares act as thou doft! 

| Gon, (Afde) Obdurate PagantHow numerous is your ar- 

m 
8 Count the leaves of yonder foreſt. 

Am. Which is the weakeſt part of your —_ 

0 K Oro. It has no weak part—on every fide it is fortified by Jul. 

nice. 


A Eig. Where have you concealed your wives and your chil- 
ren? 


Oro. In the hearts of their hoſbands and their fathers. 
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Pf. Know! thou Alonzo? -» 3 

Oro. Know him !--Alonzo !-—-Know him our nation? $ 
benefactor !---The guardian angel of Peru! 

Piz. By what has he merited that title? 

Oro. By not. reſembling thee. 

Alm. Who is this Rolla, joined with Alonzo in command ? 

Oro. I will anſwer that; for I love to hear and to repeat te 


' herv's name. Rolla, the kinſman of the King, is the idol of 


our army; in war a tiger, chafed by the . s ſpear; in 
peace as gentle as the unweaned lamb. Cora was once be- 
trothed to-him ; but finding ſhe preferred Alonzo, he reſigned 
his claim, and, I fear, his peace, to friendſhip and to Cor 4's 


happincſs; yet fill he loves her with a pure and holy fire. 


Piz. Romantic ſavage !---{ ſhall meet this Rolla ſoon, 


Oro. Thou hadft better nut. "The terrors of his 88 eye 8 
- would firike thee dead. | Te 


Daw. Silence, or tremble ! 
Oro. Brardleſs robber! I-nzver yet have tretabl-d, before 


+ God---why ſhould I tremble before man?! ? Why before thee, 
| thou leis than man? | 


Dawv. -Anotner word, . heathen, and I Arike. 

Oro. Strike, Chriſtian Then boaſt - among thy fellows— ! 
too have murdered a Peruvian ! 

"Daw. Hell and vengeance ſeize thee! (Stabs 2 ) 

Piz. Hold! 

Da. Could'ſt thou longer have endured his inſults ? 

Hi And therefore ſhould he die untortured ? | 

Oro. True! Obſerve, yonng man---your unthinking ra- 
nels has ſaved me from the rack; and you yourſelf have loft 
the opportunity of a uſeful leſſon; you might have ſcen with 
what cruelty«vengeance would have inflicted torments, and 
with what patience vir e would have borne them. 

Elv. (Supporting Qcozembo's head upon her boſom. ] Oh! 
ye are monſters all. Look up, thou martyr'd innocent---look 


up once more, and bleſs me ere thou dieſt. God! how I pity 


| hee? 
Oro. Pity me !---Me! ſo near my happineſs ! Bleſs thee, 
lad. Spaniards---Heaven turn your hearts, and pardon you 


I do. (Orozembo 1s borne off dying. ö 


Piz. Away i---Davilla! If thus rath x ſecond time 

Dav. Forgive the haſty indignation Which 

Pix. No more---unbind that trembling wretch---let him de- 

rt; 'tis well he ſhould report the mercy which · we ſhew to 
- inſolent defiance. Hark ! our treops are moving. 
 WAttendant. (02 paſſing Elvira.) If through your gentle 


means my maſter's poor remains gn be preſer ved from inſult. 


+ . I underſtand you. 


Att. His ſons may yet _ your charity, if not avenge 


r their father's fate. Exit. 


Pix. 
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" Piz. What ſays the ſlave ? 
* Flv. A parting word to thank you for your mercy. 5 
* Piz. Our guard and guides approach. (Solliers march 


poſt aſſig ned, and ere Peruvia's God ſhall fink beneath the 
main, the Spaniſh banner, bath*d in blood, ſhall float above 

the walls of vanquiſh'd Quito. _ [Exeunt. 
£ Manent E.L.viRa and VALVERDE. 


> Pal. Is it now preſumption that my hopes gain ſtrength with 

the increaling horrors which I ſee appal Elvira's foul ? 

Flo. I am mad with terror and remorſe. Would I could 
Ay theſe dreadful ſcenes ! | | 


Ela. What wouldſt thou do to fave or to avenge me? 
. J dare do all thy injuries may demand=a_ word——and 
he lies bleeding at your feet. | 


Elu. Perhaps we will ſpeak again of this. Now leave me. 
Elv. ( Alone.) No! not this revenge—no'! not this inſtru- 


= > -unworthy traitor,—Can a wretch, falſe to a onfiding maſter, 


be true to any pledge ol loves or honor”. *- Pizarro will aban- 


don me—yes ; me—who, for his take, have facrificed—oh, 


8 | avenging pride that ſwells this boſom, I till will further try 
bim. Oh, men! ye who, wearied by the fond fidelity of vir- 


may inſult and leave the hearts to which your faith was pledg- 
ed, aud ſtifling {elf-reproach, may fear no other peril ; becaule 
=> luch hearts, howe'er you injure and deſert them, have yet the 
proud retreat of an unſpotted fame—of unreproaching con- 
& ſcience. But beware the defperate libertine wo forſakes the 
creature whom his arts have firſt deprived of all natural pro- 
tection—of all ſelf-conſolation! What has he left her? 
Deſpair and vengeance. Ert. 


EXD OF THE TIRST ACT. 


A TRAGIC PLAY, _ 9. 


through the tents.) Follow me, friends—each ſhall have his 


Val. Might not Valverde's true attachment be thy refuge? 


Exit Valverde. 


ment. Fie, Elvira ! even for a moment to counſel with this 


God !— What have I not facrificed tor him; yet curbing the 


tuous love, ſeek in the wanton's flatiery a new delight, ch, ye 
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to Heaven for the dear bleſſing I poſſeſs in him and thee. 


Zugmented blils.. : ; 


"PIZAKRO: os 
ACT Ih. . 


8 — SCENE I. : ge 
A Bank ſurrounded by -a wild Wood, and does, 
fitting on the root of a tree, is playing with her Child. ; 
Aroxzo looks over them with delight and cheerfulneſs. 3 
Cora. NON. confeſs, does he reſemble thee or not? 5 th 
Al. Indeed he is liker thee---thy roſy ſoftneſs, thy W 
ſmiling gentleneſs. OW 


Cora. But his auburn hair, the colour of his eyes, Alone * he 
---O, my lord's image, and my heart's adored | (Pref ing the | 
Ci to her boſom.) 

Al. The title darling urchin robs me, 1 doubt, of ſome 
portion of thy love, my Cora. At leaſt he ſhares careſſes, 
which till his birth were only mine. 

Cora. Oh no, Alonzo! a mother's love for her dear habe is 
not a ſtealth, or taken from the father's ſtore ; it is a new delight 
that turns with quicken'd gratitude to Hi, the author of her 


Al. Could Cora think me ſerious? 

Cora. I am ſure he wilt-ſpeak foon: then will be the Wt of 4. 
an three holyGays allowed by Nature's ſanction to the tend © 
anxious mother's heart. + * 

Al. What are thoſe three? 

Cora. The ecſtacy of his birth 1 paſs; ; that in part isſelfih : 
but when firſt the white bloſſoms of his teeth appear, breaking 
the crinſfon buds that did incaſe them; that is à day of joy: 
next, when from his father's arms he runs without ſupport, 
and clings, laughing and delighted, to his mother's knee; that 
is the mother's heart's next helyday: and ſweeter Kill the 
third, whene'er his little frammering tongue ſhall utter the 
grateful found of Fathct, Mother 885 that is the deareſt j Joy 


or = . 
V Beloved Cent: = 
G ora. Oh! my Alonzo ! daily, hourly, 4o T pour thanks 


Al. To Heaven and Rolla. 

Cora. Yes, to Heaven and Rolla: and art thou not grateful 
to them too, Alonzo? art thou not bappy ? | 
Al. Can Cora aſk that queſtion? | 

Cora. Why then of late ſo reſtleſs on thy couch? Why to | 
my waking watching ear ſo often does the ſtillneis of the night 55 
betray thy ſtruggling ſighs ? - | 


1 Muſt not I fight againft my country---againſt my. bre- 5 A 
thren ? by 
Cora. Do they not ſeek our deſtruction, and are not all men L 2 


1 


Al, Should they prove victorious? 


14 
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A TRAGIC P? LAY: 
ra. I will fly and meet thee in the mountains. 

Al. Fly with thy infant, Cora? 

Cora. What! think you a mother, when ſhe runs from din 
ger, can feel the weight of her child ? 

Al. Cora, my beloved, do you wiſh to ſet my heart at reſt? 

Cora. Oh. yes! yes! yes! 

Al. Haſten then now to the concealment in the mountains ;. 
there dwel! your father, and there all our matrons and virgins, . 
and our wariors' offspring, arc alotted to await the iſſue of the, 
war. Cora will not alone reſiſt her huſband's, her ſiiter's, and. 
her monarch's wiſh. 

Cora. Alonzo, 1 cannot leave you: Oh! how in every mo- 
ment's abſence would my tancy paint you e Havel 
abandoned ! No, no, I cannot leave you. | 

Al. Rolla will be with me. . | 

Cora. Yes, where the battle rages, and where it rages moſt, 
brave Rolla will be found. He may revenge, but cannot fave. 
thee. To tolow danger, he wilt leave even thee. But I have 
ſworn never to forſake thee but with life. Dear, dear Alonzo ! 


can you wiſh that I ſhould break my vow ?. 


Al. Then be it ſo. Oh! excellency in all'that's great and 
lovely, in courage, gentleneſs, and truth; my pride, my con- 
tent, my all! Can there on this earth ba fools who. ſeck for. 
happineſs, and paſs by love in the purſuit? 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot thank you: ſilence is the gratitude 
of true affection: who ſeeks to follow it by ſound will miſs che 

track. Shout auitbout.) Moes the King approach ? 

Al. No, 'tis the General placing the guard that will ſurround. 
the temple during the ſacrifice, Tis Rolla comes, the rſt and 
deſt of heroes. ( Trumpet found. 

ROLLA. 

Rot. (as entering. } Then place them on the. hill Trontin; the- 
Spanith camp. (Huter). 

Cora. Rolla! my friend! my brother! 

Al. Rolla! my friend my bencta gor! how can our hens: re- 
pay the obligations which we owe you ? 

Rel. py therain peace and blilts.—-Let Nolla inal it, be 
15-0 verpaid. 

Cora, Lock on this child—He is tt e lit e-bhiod f, y: heart; 
but if ever he loves « reveres ties leis than his own ther, his 
mother? s hate fall on him! A 

Hod. Oh, no more ! — What {:criftcte have 1 . to merit 
gratitude ? The objectof m i vas Zoravs happiness. —I fee 
her happy. As not ray « objec gan'd, and am I not rewarded ? 
Now, Cora, litten to a friend's s ice. You muſt away yo 


muſt 3 the ſacred caveriis, the unpro au'd recels, Whither, 


after this day's ſacrifice, our matrons, and & em the Virgins of. 


the Sun retire: 
_ Gora, Not ſecure with 4 Alonz! In with hee, Rolla? ; 
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preſence, Cora, cannot aid, but may impede our efforts. 
Cora.-Impede ! De 3 | 
Rol. Yes, yes. Thou know'ſt how tenderly we love thee ; we, 


thy huſband and thy friend. Art thou near us, our thoughts, 
| our valour—vengeance will not be our own. No ad vantage 


will be purſued that leads us from the ſpot where thou art placed; 
no ſuccour will be given but for thy protection. The faithful 
lover dares not to be all himſelf amid the war, until he knows 
that the beloved of his ſoul is abſent from the peril of the fight 

Al. Thanks to my friend! *tis this I would have urged. 

Cora. This timid exceſs of love, producing fear inſtead of 
8 flatters, but does not convince me: the wife is incredu- 

ous. . | | . 

Rol. And is the mother unbelieving, too? 

Cora. No more Do with me as ygu pleaſe. My friend, my; 
huſband! place me where you will, * _-* 

Al. My adored ! we thenk you both. (Ma, 2 zit Hout.) 
Hark! the King approaches to the ſacrifice. You, Rolla, poke 
of rumours of ſurpriſe A tervart of mine, I hear is miſling ; 
whether ſurpriſed or treacherous, I knaw ot, ITE, 

Rol. It matters not. We are every where prepared. Come 
Cora, upon the altar *mid the rocks thou'lt implore a bleſſing 
on our caule. The pious ſupplication of the tremblipg wife, 


and mother's heart, riſes to the throne of mercy, the molt reſiſt- 


leſs prayer of human homage. g | 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The Temple of the Sun: it repreſents the magniſicence of 


Peruvian idolatry : in the center is the altar. -A ſolemn 
march. — The Warriors and King enter on one ſide of the 
Temple KoLLA, ALONZO, and CORA, on the other. 


Ata. Welcome, Alonzo !—{ To Rolla.) Kinſman, thy hand. 


{To Cora.) Biels'd be the. object of the happy mother's love. 
Cora. May the Sun biels the father of his people! 


-Ata. In the welfare of his childern lives the happineſs of 


their King. Friends, what is the temper of our ſoldiers ? 


Nol. Such a8 become the cauſe which ey ſupport; their 
cry is, Victory or death! our King! our Coumry! and dur 


God ! | | 
Ata. Thou, Rolla, in the hour of peril, haſt been wont to 


animate the ſpirit of their leaders, we proceed to conſecrate 


the banners which thy valour knows ſo well to guard, 


Rol. Yet never was the bour of peril near, when to jpſpire 


them words were ſo little needed. My brave aſlociates— 


partners of my toil, my ugs, and ray fame !—can Rolla's. 
words add vigout to the v.rtuors energies which, inſpire your 
Hearts : Neva have judged as 1 have, the. foulnets = 

EE | | 5 tha. 


Rol. We have heard Pizarro's plan is to ſurpriſe us.—Thy. 
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—_ A TRAGIO PLAY. T3 
hy. tune ly plea by which theſe bold invaders would delude you: | 
| —Your generous ſpirit has compared as mine has, the motives. 
Which, in a war like this, can animate their minds, and OURS, 
e, [uk v, by a ſtrange frenzy driven, fight for power, for plun- 


ts, der, and extended rule-WE, for our country, our altars, and. 
ge our hemes.— THE v follow an adventurer whom they fear - and 
d; obey a power which the hate - Ww ſerve a Monarch whom we 
ul love—a God whom we adore.— Whene'er tney move in anger, | 
way delclation tracks their progreſs! ——Where'er they pauſe in | 
it amity, affliction mourns their friendſhip !—They boaſt, they Þ 
| come but o improve our ſtate, enlarge our thoughts, and treg | 
of us fro de yoke of error I- Ves - THEY will gie enlightened 5 
u- free” to out minds, who are themſelves the flaves of paſſion, . 
avarice, and pride. They offer us their protection Ves, 1 
ſuc! 1 proteRion as vultures give to lambs—covering and devour- . 1 
V. ing them !—They call on us to barter all of good we have in- 4 
herited and proved, for the deſperate chance of ſomething bet- 4 
' 5 ter which hey promise — our plain. anfwer this: The throne 4 
Ee Wx honour is the PropLr's CHOICE—the laws we rever- 1 
3 © ence are our brave Fathers? legacy the faith we follow teaches } 
us to live in bonds of charity with all mankind, ard die 7 
le Vith hope of blits beyond the grave. Tell your ir vaders this, H 
B. and tell tham too, we ſeek no change; and, leaſt of all, ach Y 
ez change as wer, would bring us. 1 
t- 5 [Trumpets ſound' 
Ata. a Rolla. ) Now, holy friends, ever mindful of 
its thele ſacred truths, begin the ſacriſice. ( A /olemn proceſhon 
commences from: the receſs: of the Temple above the Altar—The- 
PE Prieſts and Virgins of the Sun arrange themſelwves on either 
OT ide Th Righ-Prieſt approaches the Altar, and the ſolemnity 
IN begins —T he Invocation of the Hig b. Hrieſt ts follozved by the Cha». 
18 


0 27 s of the Prieſts. and Virgin Hire jrom abqve lights upon 
rbe Altar. -The whole a 72 mbly riſe, and join in the Thankſ> 
J. g:ving.) Our offering is accepted. Nov to arms, my e 
4 Prepare for battle. 


Enter On at Oe: N 


F : | 
i Ora. The enemy! _ : 
ir- Ata. How near ?: | 8 
E Ora. From the hill's brow, een now as To''er-looked their 
| force, ſuddenly E perceived the whole in motion :.with Cager- 
a haſte they march towards our deſerted camp, as it apprized OE 
e this moſt ſolemn ſacriſce. | - 


Rel. Jhey multi be met before they reach it. 
Ata. And you my daughters, with your dear children, away: | 
tr the appointed place of ſafety. 
Cora. Oh, Alonzo! ( Emprartirg Him.) 5 N 
Al. We ſhall meet again- n 
Las. Blels us once more, ere Jou leave. us. 


„ 
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Mt Heaven protect and blels thee, my beloved ; and 4 
my innocent ! | Ss . 

Ata. Hulle, hafte !—each moment is precious! * * 

Cora. Farewell, Alonzo! Remember thy life is mine. 

Kol. Not «ne farewell to Rolla ? | 

Cora. (Giving him her hand.) Farewell ! The God of war 4 
be with you: but, bring me back Alonzo. [Exit with the Child, ; 

Ata. (Draws bis ſavord.) Now, my brethren, my ſons, my 
"Should II ſucceſs aſſail us, 


friends, I know your valour. 


be de ſpair the laſt feeling of your hearts.-If ſuccelsful, let 55 
mercy be the firſt. Alonzo, to you I give to defend the narrow re 
paſſage of the mountains. On the right of the wood be Rolla's di 
ſtation. For me, ſtraight forward will Lmarch to meet them, 
and fight until I ſee my cople ſaved, or they behold their mo- 
narch fall. Be the ne e f baitl—God and our native land. _ 
(A march.) | - - *Exeunt. 
SCENE III | 
The wood between the Temple and the Camp. fr 
a! Enter ROLLA ani ALONZO, ; 
Kal. Here, my friend, we ſeparate—ſoon, 1 truſt, to meet FE 
again in triumph. |; [2 = ©? 
Al. Or perhaps we part to meet no more. Rolla, a mo» 18 
| men's paule ; we are yet: before our army's ſtrength; ons th 
earneſt word at parting. - . 
Rol. There is in language now'no word but battle. == 
Al. Yes, one word more — Coral. pr 
Rol. Cora! Speak! a 
Al. The next hour brings us + 
Rol. Death or Victory. : 
Al. It may be victory to one—deatirto the other. 5 
Ro. Or both may fall. 5 
Al. If fo, mr © wife and child I bequeath to the es. = - 
raven a1 my King. But ſhould I ouly al ae be © 
thou my heir. be 
Rol. How? = = 
Al. Be Cora thy wife-—be thou a father to my child. he 
Kol. Rouie thee, . Alonzo | Baniſh theſe timid fancies. | | 1 
AJ. Rolla, I have tret vn 1am, and cannot fly trom the RM {| 
forchoding which oppreſles me: thou know It it wall not ſhake ; 
me; the fight: but give me your pro: iſe. _ 
Tol. If it be Cora's will--\ el ; romiſe— Giverbis Hand). 
Al. lell her it was my lait wiſh, and bear to her and to f 
my ſon, my laft ble lug. Re 
Ag L will, =Now then to our poſts, and let our ſwords roc 
eak for us. (/ Hey draw their ſwords. 
* For the King and Cora! 8 


Kol. For Cora waged the King: 
LExcunt different Ways alarm without: 


SCENE. 
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'A TRAGIC PLAY, + T5 
SCENE IV. 
A View of the Peruvian Camp, with a ailant View of a 


Peruvian Village. Trees growing from a rocky Eminence 
on one ſide. Alarms continued. 


Enter an Old Blind Man and a Boy. 

O. Man. Have none returned to the camp: 

Boy. One meſſenger alone. From the temple they all | 
march'd to meet the foe. | 

O. Man. Hark! | hear the din of battle. O, had J ſtill 

retain'd my fight, I might now'have graſp'd a 8 and 
died a loldier's death. Are we'quite alone? 

By. Yes] hope my father will be ſafe. 

O. . He will do his duty. I am more anxious for thee, 
my child, 

Boy. I can ſtay with you, dear gr e | 

O. Man But ſhould the enemy come, they will drag thee 

from me, my boy. 

Boy. Lnpoſlible, grandfather ; ; for they will ſee at once that 
you are old and blind, and cannot do without me. 

O. Man. Poor child! you little know the hearts of theſe in- 
human men.—(Di/charge of cannon heard.) Hark! thei oiſe 
is ncar—I hear the dreadful roaring of the firey engines of 
theſe cruel ſirangers..-(Shouts at a diſtance.) At every ſhout, | 

with involuntary haſte I clench my hand, and fancy flill it 
| - gralps a ſword, Alas! I can only ſerve my country by my 
prayers. Heaven preſerve the Inca and his gallant ſoldiers! 

Bey. O father! there are ſoldiers running 

Man. Spaniards, boy? 

Boy. No, Pernvians. | 
0. Man. How! and flying from the geld Hit cannot be. 
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Enter tavo Peruviax Soldiers. 
O ſpeak to them boy !+-Whence come you? How goes s the 


battle? 
Fol. We may not ſtop; we are ſent for the reſerve behind 
the hill. The day's againſt us. [Exeunt Soldiers. 
| O. Man. Quick, then, quick ! | | 


Boy. I ſee the points of lances glittring in the light. 
0. Man. Thoſe are Peruvians. Do they bend this way ? 


Enter a Per:vian Soldi ier. 


' Boy. Soldier ſpeak to my blindfather. h 
Sol. I'm ſent to tell the helpleſs father to retreat among the 
* zocks: all will be loſt, 1 fear. The King is wounded. 
O. Man. Quick, boy: Lead me to the kill, where thou 
" :ay'ſt view the plan darms. ) 


Enter 


i: 
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Enter ATALIBA, evounded, with Oxano, Office ſcexa, and Sol. 
diers. 


Ata. My wound is bound; believe me, the hurt i is nothing: 
I way return to the fight. 
Ora Pardon your ſervan*; but the allntted prieſt who at- 


de 
. 


tends the facred banner has provounced that the Inca's blood = 


once ſhed, no bleſſing can await the day until he leave the field, 7 
Ata. Hard reſtraint! O. my poor brave toldiers !—Hard that 
But haſte you; 


I way 90 longer be a witnets of their valour. 
retura to your comrades: I will not Keep one (ol lier from his 
poſt. Go, and avenge your fallen bre:hren. | Exeunt Orano, 
Offcers, and Soldiers.) I will not repine; my own fate is the 
laſt aiix:«ty of my heart. It is for you, my pcople, that I 
feel and fear. 185 5 | 


O14 Man and Boy advance. | | q | 


O. Man. Did I rot hear the voice of an unfortunate ? — 


Who i is it complains thus? W 
Ala. One almoſt by hope forſaken, 2 3 
O. Man. Is the King alive? 8 . 


Ata. he King ny lives. 

OC. Man. Then chou art not forſaken: Ataliba protects the 
meaneſt of his ſubjects. 

Ata. And who ſhall rrotet Ataliba? 

0. Man. The immortal Powers, that protec the. . The 
virtues of our Monarch altke ſecure to him the affections of his 
people and the benign regard of Heav-n, | 

Ata. How impious, had 1 murmured! How wonderous, 
thou ſepreiie Diſpoſer, are thy acts! Even in this moment, 
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which I had thought: the dittercſt trial of mortal ſuffering, thou 


haft infuſed the ſweetelt ſenſation of my life—it is the aſſurance 
of my people's love. 

Boy. (Turning forward) o. father stranger, ſee thoſe 
hideous men that ruſh upon us yonder! 

Ata. Hi! Spaniards !—And I—Ataliba—ill-fated fugitive, 
Without ſword even to try the ranſom of a morarch's lite. 


Enter Davilla, Ar MACRO, and Saniſb Soldiers. 


Daw. Tis he—our hopes are anſwered=I know him well 
Lit is the King. 

Alm. Away — Follow with your royal prize. Avoid thoſe 
Peruvians, though in flight. This way we may regain our 
line. Exeunt Darin, Almagro, and Soldiers, with 

Ataliba priſoner. 


O. Man. The King Wretched old man, that could not 
Jet his gracious form Boy; would thou hadſt led me to the 
reach of thoſe ruffians' ſwords ! 

PD F ene our countrymen are fiying here for wage 


2 


** vour cwn vile jafety if you can. 


Waves his arm +2 our foldikre—{ Report of cannon heard.) 


O. Man. No—to the reſcue of their King—they never wilt 
deſert him. (Alarms without.) 


Enter ' Peruvian Officers aud Soldizry Aying W the Jages 


ORANO following. 


Or 3. Hold, T charge you! Rolla calls you, 
Officer. We cannot combat with their dreadful Engines. 


Enter ROLLA. 
No. Hold, recreants—cowards——— What, fear ye death, 


and fear not ſhame? By my ſoul's fury, I cleave to the earth 


the firſt of you that ſtirs, or plunge your daſtard ſwords into 
your leader's heart, that he no more may vitneſs your dif- 
grace. Where is the Ring ? 

Ora. from this old man and hoy I learn that the detachment 
of the enemy which you obſerved fo tuddenly to quit the field, 
have ſucceeded in ſurprifing him ; they are yet in fight. 

Aol. And bear the Inca off a priſoner ?—Hear this ye haſe 
af " 2val rout Look th ee! The duſt you fee hangs on the 
3 Spaniands track, dragging with ruffian taunts your 


our father !—Ataliba in bondage. 'Now fly, and ſeek 


O. Man. Bleſs the voice of Rella—and bleſs the firoke E 


once lamented, but which now ſpares theſe extingu liſhe d cyes 


the ſhame of ſeeing the pale trembling wretches who dare not 
toilow Re!lathough to fave their King. 
Rol. Shrink ye from the thunder of the foe—and fall ye not 
at this rebuke? Oh, had ye each but one drop of the loyal 
bl. 0d which guſhes to waſte through the brave Nenn of this 
fightleſs veteran! Eternal ſhame purlue you, if yon felcrt ine 
now !— But do —alone I go—alone to die wich glory by my 
monarch” 8 de ! a : 
Soldiers, Rolla, we'll follow thee. [Tr umpets ſound; 
Rolla ruthes out, followed by Orano, officers and | luiers 9 25 
O. Man, O godlike Roila! And thou fun. te tion thy 
clouds avenging hghtning to his aid. Haſte, my boy; aſcend 
fome Neg! it, and tell ro my impatient terror what tkow teſt. 
Boy. I can chmb this roc K. and the tree above. (Arends a 
75 * and from thence into the tree) O, now ee then now 
—yes—and the Spaniards turning by the meeps . 
O. Man, Rolla follows e | | | F 


Boy. Be do she doez—he moves like an arr no he 


Now there is lire and ſmoak. 
O- Man. Yes, jire is the weapon of thoſe ſiends. 
Boy. ihe wind blows off the Imoak they are all mixed 
together. 8 
ff Man. Sceſt thou the King? 
Bay. Yes—Rolla.is ncar him I 


vord Meds 9 as he 
ſtrikes! * 
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18 | PIZAREO: 

O. . Blef: thee, Roll; Spare not the monifiers, 

Boy. Fat effi her the Spaniard s fl, O now 1 ice the 
King embracing Rolia. [Ha ing his cap for joy. Shouts of | 
Pifory, Houriſh of drimpets, & c.] I A 

D. A. an. (Jallls on his xn.) Fountain of life! Kine | can my 


exhauſted breath bear to thee thanks for this one moment of my Fg 

life ! ! My boy, ome down, and let me kiſs thee— My ſtrength $$ 

is N 3 boy having run to the old man) oy - 

Boz. Let 5 help yu, father Vou tremble to Y = 
O. Man. Lis with tranſport, boy. = 
a > [Boy leads the O'd Man off. 8 * 
Shouts, Flauriſb, MW. en 

Enter ATALIBA, RoLLa, and Peruvian Officers && di. tier. pa 
Ata. In the n. me of my prople, the ſaviour of whoſe ſove- 

reign you have tu dav been, accept this emblem of his gra- 

titude. (Cine Rolla his ſiuu of diamonds.) The tear that falls 

upon it may for a mement dim its luſtre, yet does it not im- 

pair the value of the pit 2 
Kol. It was the | hand of Heaven, not mine, that faved my * 

Enter ORANO, and Sclatier gn. „ 

Rol. Now, ſoldier, ſrom Alonzao? 5 1 
Ora. Done s genius foot; repaired the panic whit + early | 1 
broke our ranks; bm! ar we have to mourn Alonzo's leis; 

His eager "gs urg zed bin too far in the purſuit! I 
Ata. How | Rs ſlain ? BS R 
VA. Sol. I faw him tall. . ED 9 
2d. Sol. Truſt me I he held bim up again and ſighting—he of 

was then ſurrounded and ditarmed. 8 : 
Ala. O! vic tory, dearly purchaſed ! 557 Faw 
Fol. O Cora! Who ſh | tell thee this? © Fob 
Ala. Ro'la, our friend is loſt—our. native co: try ſaved 

Our private torrows mult yieid to the public cla m tor imp. 

Now go we to futfil the firit, the molt ſacred uu y wi bich be- 

longs to vifiory—to dry the widowed and the orphaned tear 05 

thoſe whole brave protectors have z ſhed in their country's 

x caule, 
[Triumphant march, and echt. 
| | th. 
AMD OF THE SECOND ACT. ter, 
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A TRAGIC PLAY. . | 19 


ACT III. 
80 NE I. 


A wild Retreat among ſtupendous Rocks. — Cox and her 

Child, with other Wives and Children of the Peruvian 
Warriors, ry | ered abon* the icene in grouns. - They 
Gno alternate! „Stan as ex pt eſſive of their lituation, with a 
CHORUS, N " hic h j n. 

; 1. Peruvian Woman. 


= >7ULUCA, 


feel 1 thou noth RN yt? Ns 
. = Zul Yes, two „„ one on the hill; cke other 
| ente Neg t the { Acker IN the vale. ; 
24. Per on. One more has pals d.—He comes bat 
ich | pate and terrified, : 
ve. Gora. Dy cart will Nart from my boſom. 5 
ra- nter a Feruvian Soldier, panting jor. b breatire 
alls WW Mom. M joy or death? | 
Sold. hs eis againſt us. The King is wounded, and 
a priſone | | 5 
Woni. Deſpare and miſery ! 
Cora. (In a. faint voice.) And Alonz 


Sold. have not ſcen him. 

1/2. H 01 On Whlther 24 TH: Ve fly ? 

2d. Yom. Deeper into the foreſt. 

TN hai not move. N 

Anolber Pernvian Soldier, feuithout } Victory! victery! 

Fs Hs wi rs haſtil „ N 

Re jolce! Rejbice! We are v! Ao ious 

5 Nom. (Springing up. Welcome welcome thou meſſenger * 
C 


"= 
"7 
8 


1 


* 
{ 


t 21 : 
e leads the brave 8 wha approach. 


The triunihaut march f the army is heard at a dilance.— 


41 | 2 ae / A0 907 and Chi ildre: ſoin in a ftramn ex pre{/ivoe of av. viety 

ph. 5 7 eite ion. e Farrar 15 IO fi 12118 the fo; 18 of 

8 Victory „ in eh, al fein.. 1 be Kin » Aled RL. Fulioxuy 

of „ are met with ra Stur ou5 rind aj: ion le , Pes ec CORAg 

> | during 714 ſcene, 5775 her CC: 2704 171 Har arms. rus t through 

E the ranks fearck 1 aud engidring er ALONEAO: | « 

4. Ala Thanks. thanks, my children: Tam well, helieve it; V's 


3 


the blood «are ſtopp'd, my wound was nothing © (Cora a 
length appronches Rolla, aha appoars to hive been n M⏑, 
evoiding h er. ) Whers is Al; 1202 

(Rolla / Urns away it fence.) 
Gora. ( Failing at the "Ng" 5 Jeet ) Give me my huſbands 
give this child his father. 
T 1 Atd. 1 gr ieve that Alonzo is n " ere | | 
u. Coro, Hop d you to find him ? 3 . 
| D | Aa- 


* 


by — Y 
4 : 
. 


„ PIZARRO: 
Ain. Moſt anxiouſly 
Cora. Ataliba! is he not dead ? 
ita. No! the Gods will have heard our prayers. 
Cora. Is he not dead, Ataliba ? 
Ata. He lives in my heart. 
Cora. O King ! torture me not thus! ſpeak out, is this 


, child fatherleſs? 


Ata. Deareſt Cora! do not thus daſh aſide the little hope 


that ſtill remains. 
Cora. The little hope! yet ſtill there 10 own Speak to me, 


Rolla: gon are the friend of truth. 

Ro!. Alonzo has not been found. 

Cora. Not found! What mean you? will not you, Rolla, 
tell me the truth? Oh! let me not hear the thunder rolling at 
a diſtance; let the bolt fall and cruſh my brain at once.— Say 
not he is not found: ſay at once that he is dead. | 

Rol. Then ſhould I tay falſe. 

Cora. Falſe ! Bleſſings an thee for that word! But ſnatch 


me from this terrible tufpence. Lift up thy little hands, my 


child; perhaps thy 1 e may plead better than thy mo- 
ther's agony. 
Rol. Alonzo is taken priſoner. 


Cora. Priſoner! and by the Spaniards? Pizarro's ance 7 | 


Then is he dea“ 

Ala. Hope be er=the richeſt ranſom which our realm can 
vield, a herald hall this inſtant bear. 

Per. Woman. Oh! for Alonzo's ranſom—our gold, our 
Senf all! 2 1—Hcre, dear Cora-—here ! here! | 

[The Peruvian Women eagerly tear' off ail their ornaments 


and run and take them from {hel ir children, to offer them 


to Cora. 
Ata. Yen, for Alonzo's ranſom they would give all—I 
thank thee, Father, who haſt given me ſuck hearts to rule over! 


Cora. Now one boon more, beloved monarch. Let me go 


with the leralds 


Ata. Remember, Cora, thou are not a wife only, but a * 


ther too: hazard not- your own honour, and the lafety of 
your infant. Among thele barbarians the tight of thy youth, 
ty loveline's, and inn cence, wouid but revit faſter your 
Alonzo's chains, and rack his heart with added tears for thee, 


" Wait, Cora, the return of tlie kerald. 


Lora. Teach me how to live ti then. 
Ala. Now we go to offer to the Gods, thakss for cur vic- 


wry, and N tor our Alo safety, 


| March AAR proce, Ton. Bxeunt omnese. 


= Th Wood. 
Euter Cora and Child. 


Sora. Magi innoceuce what will become of thee? | Euter 


—kꝛů 


A TRAGIC PLAY. 


Enter ROLLA. TH 
Ro). Cors, I attend thy ſummons at th* appointed ſpot. 
Cora. O my child, my boy! haſt thou ill a father ? 
Rol. Cors, can thy child be fatherleſs, while Rolla lives? 
Cora. Will he nat ſoon want a mother too? For canſt thou 
think I will furvive Alonzo's lois ? Fs 
Rol. Ves! for his child's fake. Yes, as thou didit love 
Alonzo; Cora, liſten to Alonzo's friend. No os 
Cora. You bid me liſten to the world. Who was not Alon» 
205 friend? ä . 5 
Rol. His parting, vords —— © > 
Cora. His parting words! (Wildly) Ob, ſpeak ! | 
Rol. Conſign'd to me two precious truſis his bleſſing to his 
ſon, and a laſt requeſt to thee. 
Cora. Bis laſt requeſt! his la {-- Oh, name it! s 
EJ. If I tail, taid he- (end ſad fort bodings ſhook him 
while he ſpoke)---promile to take my Cora ter thy wite'; be 
thou a father to my child. I pledged uwwy word to him, and 
we parted. Obſerve me, Cora, I repeat this only, as my 
faith to do fo was given to Alonzo---for my telt,, I neither che- 
riſh claim or hope. „ „%% neon” 
Cora. Ah! does my reaſon fail me, or what is this horrid 
light that prefles on my brain ? Oh, Alonzo ! It may d: theu 
haſt allen a victim to thy own guilelets heart-—hadRthou been fi. 
lent, hadſt thou not made a fatallegacy of thele wretched charms: 
Ro!. Cora! what heteiul fuſpicion has poſſeſled thy mind? 


Cora. Yes, yes, tis clear—his ſpirit was eninar'd z he was 
led to the fatal ſpot, where mortal valour could not front a 


hotft of murderers— He fell in vain did he exclaim for help to 
Rola. At a diſtence you look'd on and {mil'd—You could have 
taved him—could—but did not. 1 N 
Kol. Oh, glorious ſun! can I have deſerved this? Cora, 
ather bid me ſtrike this ſWord into my heart. 
Cora. No! live t live for love f for that love thou ſeckeſt ; 
whoſe bloſfums are to ſhoor from the bleeding prave of thy 


be-tray'd and flaughter'd friend But thou haft horne to me 


the /aft avords of my Alonzo ! Now hear mize—Sooner ſhall this 

boy draw poiſon from this tortured breafi—tooner would I link 

me to the pallid coarfe of the meareſt wretch that periſh'd with 

Alc 70, than he call Rolla father han I call Reha huſband! 
+ J. Yet call me what Tam=-ibrv friend, thy proteQor. 


Cora. { Diffratedly. }) Away! L have no protector but my 


God!—With this child in my arms will I katicn to the field of 


ſlaughter—There with theſe hands will 1 turn up to the light” 


every mangled body—f:cking, huwe'er xy death disfignred, 
the iWeet {nile Ot my Alonzo : —uith ſcamul cries I will {hricls 
out his name till my veins ſnap ! Ii the ſmalleſf park of lite 
remeins, he will know the voice of his Cora, open for a mo- 
ment his unſhrouded eyes, and bleſs me with a laſi lock: But if 
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fame, 


PIZARRO ? 


we find him not—Oh! then, ray boy, we will go to the Spanit'® 


emp hat Icok of thine will win me paſſage through a thouſand 
ſwords] ey 7 too men. — Is ere à heart that, could drive 

back the wife that ſeeks her bleeding md d or the ! innocent 
babe that eries how tis impriſon d father? No, no, my child, 

every where we fhail be ſate.— A wretched nach bearing a 
Poor orphen in her arms, bas Naturg's paſſpurt through the 
world. Y, yes, my ſon, we'll "£98 and ſeck thy Father 
| LN avrth the. Child. 


; Kol. (Alter a parſe of agit itation.} Could T1 ve merited one 
breath o thy re proaches, Cora, [ ſhould e the Nrctch—1 


think ] 


not formed to be.--II zA ſalety = t:he my preſe ent 
her ſhe has wrong ed WL : 


SCENE 1 
f 1 Ti itt. 


PI Z ARRO; tra: ver/ing ti be [ce 779 x itt glam AFG agitation. 
Weil, capricn ous ice, F dune, e ty rum thy. work and 
beaſt. To mylcl; 1 will ſtill be true. Let ert I tall grant me 
thy ſm to piotper in one act « ehen ice, aud be that mile 
Aid: death. : | 


bt 4s 
-then to COonvinc: 
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En ter F L * IR 4. 


W a ere who dares intrude? Why dies my guard 
netle® their duty? 
Ev. Your g1 aard did what th ey could—hut they knew their 


* 
4 4 


duty better chan! o nforce auth LOTHy „when! rei zuled Obedience. 


*Piz. And what is it you he fire! 
Ela. To ie how a 3 bears misfortune. 

art notre w-colleted—not thyſelf. 

ii ly thon 1 mould rejoice that the ſpears of the 

enemy, led * accurs'd Alonzo, have pierced. the 1 avelt hearts 


of my fol Wers? 


Thou, P:zarro, 


Ely. Na--1 wou!ld have thee cold and dark as the night that 


follyaws the departed orm; ; still and ſullen as the awtal pauſe 


| 
that precedes Nature's convul ao n: yet I wouid have thee feel 
afſured that a new morning ſhall arve, when the warrior's 
irit ſhall Hal e eee tear tue future, nor lament che paſt. 

Liz. Woman! Elvira l W.I hy had not all my men hearts 
like tine? | | 

Flv. Then would thy brows have this day worn the crown 
of Quito. ; 

P3z. Ou! hope fails me w! nile that ſcourge of my liſe and 

Alonz, lea Is the enemy. 


Blv. Pizarr 
now bis courage, bar l is ma. gnanmaty—4 Ino is your pri- 
toner. | 8 

Pit. How t : | pO | 
Ps: him even now drag; in 
p. I chole to bring you the m i- 


Dis certain: Valverde 
ebains within Your ca 
grace mytcli. 


I am came to poke ke. hero farther : not 


. 
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Piz. Bleſs 8 Elvira, {or the. ews ! !—Alonzo i in my power! 
then Jam the conquerot=—thein victory is MIR E! 

Elv. Prarro, this is favage and unmaniy triumph. Believe 
me, you raiſe impatience 18 my nnd. to fee the man whoſe 
valour, avd Wh. ie genius, awe Pizarro; witoſe misfortunes 
are Pizarro's triumph ; whote bondage is Pizarro's fatery. 

Piz. Guard! (unter Guard.)—i)rag here the Spaniſh pri- 
foner, Alonzo ! Quick, bring-the traitor here. [Hit Guard, 

Ko. Wha: ſhall be Ine fate? | | | ; 

Fix. De: 1 cath in lngering toMments ! protracted tothe 
laſt ureten that bu rniug vengeance can deviſe, and tamting life 
ſuſtain. 

Flv. Shame on thee! Wilt thou have ie ſaid that the Ke» 
ruvians found Pizarco could not Conquer till Alonzo felt th at 
he cold rarder? 

Piz. Je it lard] care not. His fate 1s ſealed. 

EIY, Flle then thy will: but mark me; if bately thou 
dſt ſhed the bloud of this brave youth, Elvira's loſt to thee 
for ever. ; 8 

Fiz. Why tl nis intereſt for a ranger? What is Alonzo's 
kate ) thee ? | | 

Elv. His fate! e thy glory every thing 
Thirk'it chou + could boys thee ſtript of lat, of honour, and 
A joſt hc Own Seo now we be trer. 

hes es { hcu hou have knen ME better. Thou ſhould'ſt 
have known, that, once provoked to nate, I am for ever fixed 
in v a ance.——- Alonzo ig brought in, in chains, guar ded. 
Elvira oHhſer des him a atleutiun and dum ir ation 2 c 
SOme, welc One, Don Alonzo Ge Molin ; 15 10 ng lince we 
have met: thy. mended 15 ks ſhould ſpe: k a lite of rug in- 
doi-nce, How is it that amid the tolls and Cares of. w thou 

doſt pre ſerve the healtldul bloom ot careleſs eaſe? Lell me 
thy i ſec ret. 


* 


. hou! wile nat nrofir by it. V hate'er the tcils or cares 


of _ peace ftill is 4. e.  (Puiting bis. hand to his peart.} 
Pix. Sarcaſtic boy 

Flv. Thou art anſwered ri zh tly. V by ſport with the un- 
fortunate ? 

Piz. And thou art wedded too. Theor; aye, and the father 
of a lovely boy—the Bens no doubt, of all his father's loy- 
alty of all his nicther's faith. 

Al. The heir, 1 tun af all his father's ſcorn of fraud, 07- 
preſſion, and hypocrify——he heir; Ih pe, of all his no her- 3 
virtue, . and truth thy heir, 1 am ſure, to ail Pi- 
zarro's hate = | : 

Pix. Really! Now do I feel for this poor or han; for fa» 
therieſs to-morrow» fun ſhall fee chat child. Alo. 20, thy 
Royrs are umbertd | _ 

Flv. Pizarro--no! | PE 


. Hence ur dread my anger. „ ci; 


. 


4 2 "= = 
— 3 


; K 
- 4 
5 

1 

1 
; ; 

” 23 ö 
9 

= = 

þ 4 
if 
; 

5 $4 49 
4 
if 
_ VP „ 2 
i 
& 4 
a.) 


on * OE 
CANS. IN 

9 TIS „eee, 
ae EEE ee 


abhorred luſt of 


'Krui and Pry God---this too I could tell him is Alonzo's work. 


| | PIZARPO! 
Ele. I will not hence; nor do I dread thy anger. 


aft. Generous lovelineſs ! ſpare thy unavailing pity. — TY 


not to thwart thetiger with his prey beneath his fangs. 


iz. Audlacicus rebel! Thou, a re e from thy monarch 


And thy God! 
Al. Tis tal! le. 
Viz. Art chou 151 tell me, a deſerter from thy country 's 
3 id with vile heathens leagued, haſt thou not warred 
gainſt thy native land ? 

Al. No! Deſerter J am none! I was not bens among rob- 
1 pirares, mudorers !--- When theſe a {one tured by the 
Lid, and by thy foul am! ton urged, forgot 
the honor of Cantilians, and Foriook the duties of human), 
ur deferted tiz ] have not warred againſt my native 
lend, but againit thoſe who have ufurped its power. The 
banners of my country, when. firſt ! followed arms beneath 
mem, were juice, Faith, and Merey. Ir theſe are beaten 


wt 


Gown and tran fle | uner togt---I have no Country, nor cxiſts 


1 


the power er waited to reproach me with revolt. 

Pig. Ilie power to judge and puniſh thee at leaſt exiſts. 

Whe ere are my judg res? 
Iz. Thou u 0. t appeal to the war council? 

Al. If the goo 11s-Caias have yet a feat there, ves; if not, 
I appeal to Heaven. 

Fiz. And to impoſe upon the folly of Las-Caſas, what 
would be the exculcs of thy trealon? 5 ; 

Eiv. The folly of Las-Caſas !-Snch, 'whtleſs, his mild 
precepts ſeem to thy h ard-hearted wifdom . O, would I might 
have ved as 1 Gill die, a ſharer in the follies of Las-Caſas! 

Al. To him J mould not need to urge the foul barbarities 
whici *.core me from your ſide ; but I Would gently lead him 
by the hand through all the love!) v fields of Quito; there, in 
many a ſpot where late was bar enneſs and waſte, I would 


Mow him: 0 w now the opening b! om, blade, or perfumed bud, 


ect baſhfuln ledges of delicious harveſt, 'w ws, their incenle 
to the ripening fun, give cheerful promite to the hope of in- 

guſtro This, I would fay, is my work. Next 1 ſhould tel! 
hon nurtful cuſtoms, and ſuperſtitions ſtrange and ſullen, 
would often ſcatter and diimay the credalous minds of theſe 
deluded innocents ;- and then wu d I point on: to him where 
now, in cluſtering villages, they live like brethren, focial and 
confidiag, white th, eh the burning day Content fits baſking 
on the cheek of Loil, till laughing Paſtime leads them to the 
hour of ret --this too is mine---And prouder yet---at that fit! 
p2 uſe between exertion and repoſe, be longing not to paſtime, 

Jabour, or to ret, but unto Him who ſanctions and Sans 
Ehem al}, } would few him. many an eye, and maya hand, 
bv g nlemeis rom error won, raiſed in pure devotion to. the 


Then 
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Then would Las-Caſas claſp me in his aged arms; from his 
uplifted eyes a tear of gracious thankfulneſs would fall upon my 
head, and that one bleſſed drop would be to me at once hi 
{ world's beſt proof, that I had acted rightly here, and ſureſt 
hope of my Creator's mercy and reward hereafter. 
3 Elv. Happy, virtuous Alonzo! And thou Pizarro, wouldſt 
appal with fear of death a man who thinks and acts. as he does. 
Piz. Daring, obſtinate enthuſiaſt ! But know the pious 


1 bleſſing of thy preceptor's tears does not await thee here; he 


has fled like thee—like thee, no doubt, to join the foes of 
Spain. The perilous trial of the next reward you hope, is 
nearer than perhaps you've thought; for, by my country's 
wrongs, and by mine own, to-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee thy death. 

Elv. Hold, Pizarro—hear me !—If not always july, at 
leaſt act always greatly, Name not thy country's wrongs— 
"tis plain they have no ſhere in thy reſentment. Thy fury 
»gainſt this youth is private hate, and deadly perſonalrevenge ; 

ik this be ſo—and even now thy detected conſcience in that 
look avows it—profane not the name of juſtice or thy coun- 
try's cauſe, but let him arm, and bid him to the field on equal 
terms. | | | 
ix. Officious advocate for treaſon—peace Bear him hence 
The knows his ſentence. 55 | 

Al. Thy revenge is eager, and I'm ithankful for it to me 
thy haſte is mercy. For thee, ſweet pleader in misfortune's 
cauſe, accept my parting thanks. This camp is not thy pro- 


per iphere. Wer't thou among yon SAVAGES as they are 


= 1K; 
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Called, thou'dſt find compauions more congenial to thy heart. 


Piz. Yes; ſhe ſhall bear the tidings of thy death to Cora. 
Al. Inhuman man! that pang at leaſt might have been 
| ſpared me; but thy malice ſhall not make my conſtancy. I go 
to death=many ſhall bleſs, and none will curſe my memory. 
Thou ſtill wilt live, and ſtill wilt be—Pizarro. | Exit guarded. 
Elv. Now by the indignant ſcorn that burns upon my cheek, 
my foul is ſhamed and fickened at the meanneſs of thy ven- 
geance. 5 | | - 
Piz. What has thy romantic folly aimed at? He is mine 
enemy, and in my power. : ö 
_ Flv. He is in your power, and therefore is no more an ene- 
my. Pizarro, I demand not of thee virtue I aſk not from 
thee nobleneſs of mind -I require only juſt dealing to the fame 
thou haſt acquired; be not the aſſaſſin of thine own renown. 
How often have you ſworn' that the ſacrifice which thy won- 
drous valour's high report had wen you from ſubdued Elvira, 
was the proudeſt triumph of your fame? Thou-knoweſt I 
bear a mind net caſt in the common mould; not formed for 
tame ſequeſtered love; content mid houſehold cares, to prat- 
tle to an idle offspring, and wait the dull delight of an obſcure 
lover's kindncſg—no !-my heart -was framed to look-up with  * 
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love is at leaſt no common weakneſs. 
my love for thee ? 


tion —o'erbear with popular ſupport the envy. o 
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ill remains, and binds me to your fate. 


awe and homage to the tie it adored ; my ears to on ho 
muſic but the thrilling records of his praile; my lips to ſcorn 


all babbling but the tales of his achievements: by brain to turn 
| giddy with delight, reading the applauding tributes of his mo- 


march's and his country's gratitude ; my every faculty to throb 


With ee 25 while I heard the ſhouts of acclamation which 


announced the coming of my hero; my whole ſoul to love 
him with devotion—with enthuſiaſm ; to tee no other object 
to cn no other tie=but to make HM my*WORLD. Thus to 
Pizarro, was not ſuch 


Pig. It avas, Elvira! 
Ely. Then do not make me hateful to myſelf, by tearing 
off the maſk at once—baring the hideous i in, poſture that has 


undone me Do not an act which, hou e'er thy vreſent power 


may glols it to the world, will make thee hatcful to all future 
ages—accurſed and ſcorned by poſterity. 

Pix. And ſhould poſterity applaud my deeds, thirk'ſt thou 
my mouldering bones would rattle then with tranſport in my 
tomb? This is renown tor villonary boys to drean: o'--l un- 
derſtand it not. The fame ] value Hall uplift my living eſtima- 

Fr locs—ad- 
vance my purpoſes, and aid my power. 

Elv. Each word thou ſpeakeſl- each moment that I hear 
thee—dilpels the fatal miſt through which I've judged thee. 
Thou man of mighty name but little fou!, I ſee thou wert nat 
born to feel what genuine fame and glory are; yes, prefer the 
flattery of thy own fleeting day to the bright circle of a death- 
leſs name; yes, preigr to ſtare upon the grain of ſand on 
which you trample, to muſing on the ftarred canopy above 

cee. Fame, the ſovereign deity of proud ambilion, is not to 
be worſhipped fo ; who ſecks alone tor living homage. ſtands a 
mean canvaſſer in her temple's porch, den 


o 


from the fickle breath of every wretch that paſſes, the brittſe 


tribute of his praiſe. He dares not approach the ſacred altar ; 
no noble ſacrifice of his is placed there, nor ever ſhall his wor- 


m pp'd image, fix'd above, elaim for his memory a  glori zou 


immortality. 
Pix. Elvira, leave me. 
Elv. Pizarro, you no longer love me. 
Pix. It is not fo, Elvira. But what might I not lupe! 
this wondrous intereſt for a ſtranger | Take back thy reproach. 
Elv. No, Pizarro; as yet I am not loſt to you; one firing 
Do not, I conjure 
ou---do not for thine own Rds tear it ungerne, not 
Alonzo's blood 
Piz. My reſolution's fixed. 
Elv. Even though that mement t 168 you Elvira for ever ? 


. Even te 


N 
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Elv. Pizarro, if not to honour, if not to humanity, yet [ 
liſten to affection; bear ſome-memory of the ſacrifices I have 
made for thy ſake . Have I not for thee quitted my parents, 
my friends, my fame, my native land? When eſcaping, did 


I- t riſk in ruſhing to thy arms to bury myſelf in the boſom : by 
o the deep? Have I not ſhared all thy perils, heavy ſtorms. | 
at Da, and frightful *ſcapes on ſhore ? Even on this dreadful , 
da amid the rout of battle, who remained firm and conſtant. 3 


at Pizarro's fide? Who preſented her boſom as his ſhicld to 

the aſſailing foc ? * | | | 
Piz. Tis truly ſpoken all. In love thou art thy ſex's mira- 

cle in war tie ſoldier's pattern and theretore my whole heart 

and half my acquiſitions are thy right. = 
Flv. Convince me I poſlefs the firſt; I exchange all title to i 

the laiter, for—mercy to Alonzo. * oy 
Pix. No more !—Had lintendet to prolong his doom, each 

word thou uttereſt now would haſten on his fate. 24 
El. Alonza then at morn will dic? 6 
Piz. Think'ſt thou yon ſun will ſet? As ſurely at his riſing. : 

Mall Alonzo die A 5 
Elv. Then be it ſo--the ſtring is crack* d---fandered for ever. 9 

But mark me --thou haſt heretofore a9 Caue,, "tis true, to 


doubt my reſolution, howe*er offended- but mark me now 
the lips which cold and jeeriny- barklogr revenge with ran- q 
corous mockery, can inſult a ft +4 enemy, ſhall never more 
receive the pledge of love: the unſhaken by its bloody 1 
purpoſe, which ſhall aſſign to needleis torture the victim Who | 
avows his heart, never more ſhall prels the hand of faith ; 
Pizarro, ſcorn not my words—beware you flight them not- | 
T teel how noble are the motives which now animate m { 
thoughts 4h could not feel as I do, I condemn---who, feel- | 
ing ſo, yet oudd not act as T SHALL, Ideſpiſc. | 5 
Fi. ( After a pauſe," laobing at her vit h an affocted [mile ; 
9f contempt.) 1 have heard thee, Elvira, and kiicw . well the 5 
noble motives which inſpire chee- ſit advocate in virtue's caule ! is 
. Belicve me 1885 any tender feelings for the yoann Alonzo- he. 5 
dies at ſun--riſe. [Kit. f 
Ely. Tis well ! *tis.juſt I ſnould be humbled---1 had forgot i 
myſlelf, and in the cauſe of innocence aſſumed the tone of vire - 
tre, "Twas fit I ſhould be rebuke and by Pizarro. Fall, 4 
fall, ye feworcluctant drops of weakn«ts-+-the laſt theſe eyes 
ſhall ever ſhed, How ea woman can love Pixarro, thou haft 9 
known too well ;. how ſhe can hate, thau hanf yet to learn 1 
Teo, thou undaunted ! Thou, whom vet no mortal hazard has = 
appaliecl---"Thou, who on Panama's brow didſt make alliance 4 
witrthe raving elements, that tare the filence of that horrid- th 
niht- when thou didſt follow 3 25 thy p'oneer, the craſhing: _ 
thunder's dritt. and Raiking o'er the trembling earch, didſtt 
Maar Baby banner * the red N mouth ! xT = Who 7 
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and ſpreading bleſſings, to the helplei: nd oppre dd! 


ſaying, that my heart pities you. 


IZ ARO: c 


when battling on the ſea, and thy brave ſhip was blown to. 


ſplinters, waſt ſeen, as thou didft beſtride a fragment of the 
moaking wreck, to wave thy glittering ſword above thy head, 
as thou woulſt defy the world in that extremity---come, fearleſs 


man, now meet the laſt and felleſt peril of thy life---meet, and 


ſurviye -an injured woman's: fury, if thou canſt. [ Exit, 


- - END. OE THE. THIRD: ACT, 


ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 


A Dungeon in the Rock near the Spaniſh Camp.—ALoN 20 


in Chains. -A Centinel walking near the Entrance. 


Alanzo. LO the laſt time I have beheld the ſnadowꝰd ocean 

. & cloſe upon the light. 
cleft dungeon's roof, I now behold the. quiv'ring luſtre of the 
Kars. For the laſttime, O-ſun !- (and ſoon the hour) I ſhall be- 
hold thy rfing, and thy level beams melting the pale miſts of 
morn to pglrtering dew-drops. Then comes my death, and in 


the morning of my day, I tall, which — No, Alonzo, date 


not t. life which thou haſt run, by the mean reck' ning of the 
Hours « 1d days which thou.hait breathed: a life ſpent worthily. 
Hould be meatured by a nobler line---by deeds:--not years--- 
Then wouldft thou murmur not---but bleſs the Providence, 
which in ſo ſhort a ſpan, made ure inſtrument of _ 

ho“ 
finking in decrepid 2ge---ue prematurely falls, hoſe me- 
mory records no benefit conterrec by him on man * They only, 
have lived loag who have lived virtuouſly. | 


Enter a Soldier. —ſheavs the Centinel a Paſſport, who withdraws IX 


' Alonzo. What bear ye there? ; 88 
Sol. Theſe refreſhments I was order'd to leave in your dun- 

Son. | - | 8 
Al. By whom order'd? | 


Sol. By the Lady Elvira; ſhe will be here herſelf before the 


wn. | : 
Al. Bear back :o her my humbleſt thanks; and take thou 
the refreſnments, friend——1 necd them not. 

Sol. I have ſerved under you, Don Alonzo. 
Al. In Pizarro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, no doubt 


requires forgiveneſs. [ Looking out] Surely, even now, thin. 


Freaks of glimmering light ſteal on the darkneſs of the Eaſt. 
M fo, my l is but ont hour more, I will not watch the 
36 : coming. 


For the laſt time, thro' my 


Pardon my. 
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eoming dawn ; but in the darkneſs of my cell, my laſt prayer 
to thee, Power Supreme! ſhall be for my wife and child !. 


Grant them to dwell in innocence and peace; grant health and 


purity of mind---all elfe is worthlels. [Hunters the cavern. 
Cent. Who's there? anſwer quickly | who's there? 
Rol. A Friar come to viſit your priſoner. | 
| RoLLA enters, dijgut/ed as a Monk. 
Rol. Inform me friend 
foner, confined in this dungeon? | 
Gent. . -c: | ; 
Kol. J muſt ſpeak with him. 
Cent. Lou muſt not. 
Rol. He is my friend. | 
Cent. Not i he were your brother. 
Rol. Wha % to be his fate ? 5 
Cent. He dies at ſun-riſe. 
Rol. Hal. -then 1 am come in time. 
Cent. Juſt to witneſs his death. 
Rol. Soldier--J muſt ſpeak with him. 
Cent. Back- - back. It is impoſſible —— 
R2al. I do entreat you, but for one moment ! 
Cent. You-entreat in vain---my orders are moſt ſtrict. 
Rol. Even now, I ſaw a meſſenger go hence. | 
eg He brought a paſs, which we are all accuſtomed to 
bey. 4 | | FED | | 
Rol. Lnok on this wedge of maſſive gold---look on theſe- 
precious gems, In thy own land they will be wealth for thee. 
and thine, beyond thy hope or wiſh. Take them---they are 
thine.. Let me t pals one minute with Alonzo. 
Cent. Away———— Would'ſt thou corrupt me Me! 
an old Caſtilian !---L know my duty better. | | 
Rol. Soldier —— haſt thou. a wife? 
Cent. I have. | | = X44 
ol. Haſt thou children? | 
Cent. Four—honeſt, lively boys.. 
Kel. Where didſt thou leave them? 


4 


was born. ; | 
Rol. Do'ſt thou love thy children and thy wife? 
Cent. Do l love them! God knows my heart, I do. 

Kol. Soldier -imagine th- 


Cent. That ſome of my comrades ſhould carry my dying 
bleſſing to my wife and children, „ 

Rol. Oh! but it that camrade was at thy priſon gate, and: 
ſhould there be told—thy fellow - ſoldier dies at ſun-riſc, yet 
thou ſhalt not.ſee him, nor ſhalt thou bear bis dying bleſhng 


to his poor children or his wretched. wife What wouldſt thou 


a 


think of him, who thus cou'd drive thy. comrade. hom the; 


is not Alonzo, the Spaniſh pri- 


Cent. In my native village---even. in the cot where myſelf” 5 


- imap wer't doom'd to die a cruel. 
death in this ſtrange lJand---W hat would be thy laſt requeſt ? 


9 „t 
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= Cen. How! a ES 
19 Rol. Alonzo has a wife and child—I am come to receive for doe 
1 ber, and for her abe, the laſt bleſſing of my friend. for 
13 Cen. Go in KRetires). | 
+ Rol. Oh, holy Nature! thou doſt never plead in vain, : 
18 There is not, of our earth, a creature bearing form, and life, BP] 
1 human or favage---native of the (oreſt wild, or giddy air--- * 
1 around whoſe parent boſom. thou talt not a cord entwined of the 
1 power to tie them to their offspring's claims, and at thy will tio Nig 
; 17 draw them back to thee. On iron pennons borne---the blood- Ye 
ain d vulture cleaves the ſtorm---yet, is the plumage cloſeſt to Cc 
; oy her heart, ſoft as the cygnet's down, and o'er her unſhell'd | 
HH — brood, the murmuring ring-dove fits not more gently ! Yes! ms 
1 now he is beyond the porch, barring the outer gate -Alonzo! 
4 Alonzol— my friend! Ha !—in gentle ll-ep—# mro—riſe. 
$7 Al. How Is my hour elaps'd? Well, (returning frome.. 
+ | the receſs, ) Iam ready. 25 FE : 5 
_ Rol. Alonzo—kn.w me. | I T. 
_ - Al. What voice is that ? | | 1 2M 
" Rol. Tis Rolla's. 8 
1 Al. Rolla l-my friend 7 embraces 209 7 Heavens, how 4 
14 sonldſt thou pals the guard? Did this habit : | 
1 Rol. There is not a moment to be loſt in words: this diſ- H. 
$ guiſe I tore from the dead body cf a friar, as I paſs'd our field th 
1 of battle---it has gain'd me entrance to thy dungeon now take; of 
©} i thou and flv. | | | 1 A 
© © Al. And Rolla | "4 = | (/ 
v Rel. Will remain here in thy place. | 7 - 
'Y Al. And die for me !---No! Rather eternal tortures rack me. 
. Rol. J ſhall not die, Alonzo. It is thy life Pizarro ſecks, 8¹ 
not Rolla's---and from my priſon ſoo--will thy arm deliver me; 
or ſhould it be otherwite---I am as a bhghted plantain ſtanding 
alone amid the ſandy defart-- ing ſecks or lives beneatn 
my-ſhelter---T hou art a huſband, and a father---The being of a 
1 lovely wife zn helpleſs intant hang upon thy life--- Go--- Go--- 1 
1 i Alonzo---(30---to fave---not- thylelf---but Cora, and thy child! 1 
1. Urge me not thus, my friend--1 had prepar'd to die in 
* peace. 55 
=: Rol. To die in peace !---fevoting her you've ſ-orn to live 1 
ito for---to madncſs, miſery and death !--For, be affured---the 2 
Wil ſtate I lett her in. fordids all HOPES but from thy quick-return. 81 
is Al. On, God 
! 2 Rol. I thou art yet Artes, Alonze---now heed me well. 1 
1 * 1 A the haft nat ku en that Rola ins pledged his word, | 
an and Ark from its fulß in, nt. And, by the heart of truth 
{ [8 2 I {weer, if thou art proudly ob#ircare te deny thy friend the 
NS” trantport of prelerving- Cora's life: in ti ee, — no power that = 
Mays W of man ſnall flir me hence; and theul't but | q 


is is have thr. peratc ORs of —_— Rolla per it og thy nde, 
if WI 


— 
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with the aſſur'd . conviction, that Cora and thy child are It 


for ever. 

Al. Oh, Rolla! vou ditraQ me! 

Rol. A moment's Farther pauſe, and all is loſt---The dawn 
approaches---fear not for me---I will treat with Pizarro as for 


' ſurrender and fubmiſſion; I ſhall gain time, doubt not---while 
thou, with a choſen band, paſſing the ſecret way, mayſt at 


night return+--releale thy tr iend, and bear him back in triumph. 
Yes---haſten---dear Alonzo !-- Ben now hear the frantic 
Cora callhee--IHaſte—laſte—Haſte. 

Al. Rolla, Juicar your friendſhip drives me from honours 
and from right. 

Rol. Did R lla ever conn”-1 hp dur to his friend ? 

Al. Oh, my preſerver = (embracing him. } 

Rol. 1 feel thy warm tears dropping on my check 
I am rewarded—(7 hrows the Friar's garment over Alonzo. 


There—conceal the face; and that they may not clank, hold 


faſt thy chains Nou God be with thee. 

Al. At night we meet again. Then—ſo aid me Heaven! I 
return to ſave or- per iſn with thee. [ Exit. 

Rol. ( Alone.) He has paſs'd the outer porch—He' i is fafe--- 
He will ſoon embrace his wife and child. Now, Cora, did'ſt 
thou not wrong me? This is the firſt time throughout my life I 
ever dectived mau---Forgive me, God of truth! if T am wrong: 
Alonzo flatters himſelf that we ſhall meer again: Yes---There! 
(lifting his hands to heaven} aſiaredly we ſhall meet again: 
there poſſcts in peace, the joys of ey erlaſting love, and friend- 
ſhip---on earth ĩimperſect and embitter'd; 1 will retire, leſt the 
guard return before Alonzo may have paſs'd their lines. 

5 [Retires into the receſs. 


Enter ELVIRA. . 


Fly, No---not Pizarro's brutal taunts.; not the glowing ad- 
miration which I feel for this noble youth, ſhall raiſe an' intereſt 
in this harraſs'd boſom which honour would not ſanction. If 
he reject the vengeance my heart has ſworn againſt the tyrants 
whole death alone can fave this land---yet- ſhall the delight be 


mine to reſtore him to his Cora's arms, to his dear child, and 


to the unoffending people, whom his virtues guide, and valour 
guards. Alonzo, come forth. 


Enter RoLLA, 


Ha !--who art thon? Where is Alonzo ? 
Rol. Alonzo's fled. | 
Flv. Fled! | 
Rol. Yes- -and he muſt not be rurſued— Pardon this RY 


EA ee her hand) -- but a moment's precious to Alonzo's 


* What if I call the guard? 5 
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” here was thine; and were I to ſave thy friend 


would'ſt thou not rank Elvira with the good? 


2» Inne 
Rol. Do ſo—Alonzo ſtill gains time. 7 
Elu. What if thus I free myſelf? [Shews a dagger.) 
Kol. Strike it to my heart—Still with the convulſive graſp of 
death, Pilhold thee faſt. | Ry” 
Flu. Releaſe me—l give my faith, I neither will alarm the 
guard, nor cauſe purſuit. | | | 
Ro. At once, I truſt thy word—a feeling boldneſs in theſe 
eyes aſſures me that thy ſoul is noble. 5 
Ely. What is thy name? Speak freely—by my order the 
guard is remov'd beyond the outer porch. 
Ko. My name is Rolla, 5 
Eu. The Peravian leader? | 
Kol. I was fo yefterday—to-day the Spaniards” captive. 
Sv. And friendſhip tor Alonzo mov'd thee to this act? 
Rol. Alonzo is my friend—I am prepared to die for him. 
Vet is the cauſe a motive ſtronger far than friendſhip. 
Elu. One only paſſion elſe could urge ſuch generous raſnneſs. 
Kol. And that is= | | OE 
Ev. Love ? 
Noll. True? 
Blu. Gallant ! —ingenuous Rolla Know that my purpoſe 


Rol. How !—a woman bleſs'd with gentleneſs and courage, 
and yet not Cora ! . 
Elu. Docs Rolla think ſo meanly of all female hearts? 
Rol. Not ſo-you are worſe and better than we are 
E/ v. Lo ſave thee Rolla, from the tyrant's vengeance re- 
ſtore thee to thy native land- and thy native land to peace 
Rol. To judge the action, I muſt know the means. 
Ele. Take this dagger. 
Rol. How to be uſed? CLIT | 
Ely. I will conduct thee to the tent where fell Pizarro ſleeps 
the ſcourge of innocence=the terror of thy race=the fiend 
that defvlates thy afflicted country, + 
Rol. Have you not been red by Pizarro? 
Flv. Deeply as ſcorn and intult can infuſe their deadly venom 
Kol. And yau aſk that I ſhall murder him in his ſleep! G; 
Ev. Would he not have murder'd Alonzo in his chains? 


He that ſleeps, and he that's bound, are equally defencleſs,— 


Hear me, Rolla—ſ- may I proſper in this perilous act as ſearch- 


ing my full heart, I have put by all rancorous motive of private 


vengeance there, and feel that I advance to my dread purpoſe 

in the cauſe of human nature, and at the call of ſacred juſlice, 

Rol. The (od of Juſtice ſanctifies no evil as a ſtep towards 
d. Great actions cannot be achieved by wicked means. 

. Elv. Then, Peruvian !' fince thon do'ſt feel fo coldly for 


thy country's wrongs, this hand, tho? it revolt my ſoul, ſhall 
Arike the blow. 55 | 3 
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Rol. Then i is thy deſtruction certain, and for Peru that 
periſheſt - Give me the dagger! 

Elv. Now follow me; but firſt- - and dreadful is the hard 
neceſſity---y ou muſt ſtrike down the guard, 

Rol. The ſoldier who was on duty here? 

Eliv. Yes, him---elfe, ſeeing thee the alarm will be inflana, 

Aol. And 1 muſt ſtab that ſoldier as I paſs? Take back thy 
dagger. | 

Elv. Rolla! 


Rol. That ſoldier, mark me, is a man.---All are not men 
that bear the human form. He refus'd my prayers---refus*d: 


my gotd---denying to Admit mes»--tifl his own feelings brib'd 

him. For my nation's ſafety, I would not harm that man ! 
Elv. Then he muft he with .us---I will anſwer for his fatety. 
Rel. Be that plainly underſtood between us ;-»-for whate'er 


betide our enterprize, I will not ciſk a hair of that man's head, to 


fave my heartftrings from conlyming fire. 
{ Brxeunts 
SCENE III. 


; 7 he inſide of Pizarro's Teut.-Pizarro cn @ couch, in diſturbed 


ſleep. - 
Pix. (in his /leep.) No mercy, traitor.---Now at his heart !--- 


Stand off there, you.---L=t me ſee him bleed !---Ha! ha! ha! 


et me hear that groan again. 
Enter ROLLA and ELVIRA. 


Elv. There! No, loſe not a moment. 

K. You muſt leave me now. This ſcene of blood fits nat 
a woman's preſence. 

lu. But a moment s pauſe may--- 

Rol. Go |!—Retire to your own tent and return not here 
1 will come to you—Be thou not known in this buſineſs J im- 
plore you! 

EI v. 1 will withdraw the guard chat waits. 


« [Exit E dire 


Pol. Now have I in my power the accurs'd deſtroyer of my 
- yet tranquilly he reſts. God! can this man 
ecp? EE | f 5 
Bix. (in his Trop) Away! away.!---Hideous fiends !---Tear 
not my boſom thus! | 
Rol. Nos] was in error; the balm of ſweet repoſe he never 
more can know. Look WY ambitious fools ! Te, by whole 
inhuman pride, the bleeding facrifice of nations is held as no- 
thing—benold the reſt of the ou; iy. He is at my mercy—and 
one blow.— No my heart a. hand refule the act: Rotla can- 
not be an.affaſſiu-Yet Elvira, ,alt be laved. (Approaches the 
awake! | 
_— 
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Piz. (Starts up). Who ?—Guard ! 


Rol. Speak not: another word is hy death. Call not for 
ald This arm will be ſwifter than thy guard. 

Piz. What art thou? and what is thy will? 

Fol. I am thy enemy—Peruvian Rolla! Thy death is not 
my will, or I could have flain thee ſleeping. 

Piz. Speak, what elſe ? 

Ro!. Now thou art at my mercy—anſwer me hi a Peru- 
vian ever yet wrong or injure thee, or any of thy nation :— 
Didſt thou, or any of thy nation, ever yet ſhew mercy to a 
Peruvian in your power? Now ſhalt thou feel, and if thou 
haſt a heart, thou'lt feel it keenly---a Peruvian's vengeance--- 
(Drops the dagger at his feet). There! 

Piz. Is it poſſible! (Halks afide ronfounded). 

Rol. Cen Pizarro be ſurpriſed at this? I thought forgive- 
nels of i injuries had been the Chriſtian's precept. Thou leeſt, 
at leaft, it is the Peruvian's practice. 

Pig. Rolla, thou haſt indeed ſurpris' d---ſfubdued me. ( alks 
Again afide as in irreſolute thought). _. 


Re-enter ELVIKA, (not ſeeing 8 


Elvu. Is it done? Is he dead? (Sees Pizarro) How! ſtill 
living! Then I am loft. And for you, wretched Peruvians ! 
mercy is no more. Oh! Rolla---treacherous or cowardly !--- 

Piz. How can it be, that. 

Rol. Away! Elvira ſpeaks ſhe knows not what, 
(to Elvira) I conjure you, with Pizarro. 

Elv. How !—Rolia, do'ſt thou think I fall retract ; or that 
I meanly will deny, that in chy hand I plac'da p aignard to 
be plung'd into that tyrant's heart? No my ſole regret is, 
that I truſted to thy weaknels, and did not firike the blow my- 
elf. Too ſoon thou'lt-learn that mercy to that man is direſt 
ctuelty to all thy race. 


Leave me 


rantic woman. 

Elv. Yes,a guard! call them too. And ſoon I know they 
lead me to my death. But think not, Pizarro, the fury of thy 
flaſhing eyes ſhall awe me for a moment. Nor think that wo- 
man's anger, or the feelings of an injured heart, prompted 
me to this deſign—No! Had I been only influcaced fo, thus 
failing, ſhame and remorſe would weigh me down. But tho” 
defeated and deftroyed, as now I am, ſuch is the greatne!s of 


the cauſe that urged me, I ſhallperifh, glorying in the attempt, 


and my laſt breath of life ſhall peak the proud avowal of my 
purpole=to have reſcued millions of innocents from the . 
chirſty tyranny of ONE —by rid: irg the infulted world of thee. 
Rol. Had the act been noble © 5 motive, Rolla would not 
have Mrunk from! its performance. 1 


e 
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Euter Guards. 


leader. 


Alu. Touch me not, at the peril of your ſouls; I am your 
pritoner and will follow you. But thou, their triumphant 


leader, ſhalt hear me. Let, firſt for thee, Rolla, accept my 
forgiveneſs: even had I been the victim of thy nobleneſs of 
heart, I ſhouid have admired thee for it. But 'twas myſelf 
provok'd my doom; thou wouldſt have ſhielded me. Let not 
thy contempt follow me to the grave. Didſt thou but know 


the ſpell-like arts, by which this hypocrite firſt undermin'd 


the virtue of a guileleſs heart=how, even in the pious ſanctu- 


ary wherein 1 dwelt, by corruption and fraud, he practis'd 
upon thoſe in whom I moſt confided—'till my diſtempered 
fancy led me, ftep by ſtep, into the abyſs of guilt 


Di Why am I not obey'd? Tear her hence! 


Elv. Tis paſt—hut didſt thou know my ſtory, Rolla, thou 
wouldſt pity me. | | 


Rol. From my foul I do pity thee. 


Piz. Villains! drag her to the dungeon—prepare the torture” 


inſtantly. 


Elo. Soldiers but a moment more — Tis to applaud your 
general-it is to tell the aſtoniſhed world, that, for once, Pi- 
zatro's ſentence is an act of juſtice: Yes, rack me with the 


ſharpeſt tortures that ever agoniz'd the human frame; it will 
be juſtice. Yes, bid the minions of thy fury wrench forth the 


finews of thoſe arms that have cateſs'd and—even have de- 


tended thee! Bid them pour burning metal into the bleeding 
caſes of thele eyes, that ſo oft, ob God !—have hung witk 
love and homage on thy looks ; then approach me, bound on 


the abhorred wheel—there glut thy ſavage eyes with the con- 


vuls'd ſpaſms of that diſhenour'd boſom, which was once thy 
Pillow !—Yet, will 1 bear it all; for it will be juſtice, all! 
And when thou ſhalt hid them tear me to death, hoping that 


thy unfhrinking ears may at laſt be feaſted with the muſic og. 
my cries, I will not utter one ſhriek or groan ; but to the laſt? 
gaſp, my body's patience ſhall deride thy vengeance, as my 


, 


fou! defies thy power. 2 
Pig. ( Endeawouring to conceal his agitation.  Hear'ſs: 


thou the wretch whote hands were even now prepared for mur-- 


der? - | 


Rol. Les; and if her accuſation's falſe, thou wilt not ſhrink: 
fram hearing her: if true, hy barberity cannot make her ſuffer 
the pangs thy conſcience v ill infliet on thee. | 


El. And now, farewe!!, world !--Rola, farewell Fare 


well, thou condemn'd of Heaven -i P:zarro)—for repent- 


ance and remorſe, I know will never touch thy heart. We 


mall meet again. Ha! be it thy horror here, to know that wer 
| hall mect hert after And when thy parting hour approaches, 


* 


Piz. Geize this diſcover'd fiend, who ſought to Eill your 
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36 | — fan . 
hark to the knell, whoſe: dreadful beat will firike to thy de 
Ipairing ſoul. Then, will vibrate on thy ear the curſes of the 


cloiſter'd taint from whom you ſtole me. Then, the laſt fhricks 


which burſt from my mother's breaking heart, as ſhe died, ap- 
pealing to her God againſt the ſeducer of her child! Then the 
lood-ftifled groan of my murder'd brother—murdered by 
thee, fell monſter!—ſeeking atonement for his ſiſter's ruin'd 
honour. I hear them now! To me the recollection's mad- 
neſs !— At ſuch an hour—what will it be to thee? 
Piz. A moment's more delay, and at the peril of your lives 
Fly. 1 have ſpoken—and the laſt mortal frailty of my heart 
is paſt. And now, with an undaunted ſpirit and unſhaken 
firmneſs, I go to meet my deſtiny. That I could not ive 
nobly, has been PiZARRO's ACT. That I will %e nobly, ſhall 
be my OWN. | | [Exit guarded, 


Pig. Rolla, I would not thou, a warrior valiant and re- 


nown'd, ſhould'ſt credit the vile tales of this frantic woman. 


o 


The cauſe of all this fury—O! a wanton paſſion for the rebe}. 


youth Alonzo, now my priſoner. 
Rol. Alonzo is not now thy priſoner. 
#:3. How? .. | 


Rol. I came to reſcue him—to deceive his guard; I have. 


fucceeded ; I remain thy priſoner. 


Piz. Alonzo fled Is then the vengeance neareſt my heart 


never to 1 
Rol. Diſmiſs fuch paſſions from thy heart; then thou'lt 
sonſult its peace. 


Piz, I can face all enemies that dare confront me I cannot 


war againſt my nature. | 

Rel. Then, Pizarro, aſk not to be deem'd a hero; to tri- 
umph o'er ourſelves, is the only conqueſt, wkere fortune makes 
no claim. In battle, chance may fnatch the laurel from thee, 
or chance may. place it on thy brow ; but ina conteſt with 
yourſelf, be reſolute, and the virtuous impulſe muſt be the victor. 


Piz. Peruvian ! thou ſhalt not find me to tee ungrateful, 


or ungenerous; return to your countrymen; you are at liberty. 
Rol. Thou do'ſt act in this as honour and as duty bid thee. 
Fiz. I cannot but admire thee, Rolla ; I wou'd we might 
de friends. | = 5 
Rol. Farewell. -Pity Elvira become the friend of virtue 


And thou wilt be mine. Exit. 
Piz. Ambition! tell m- hat is the phantom I have follow - 
ed? Where is the one d t which it has made my own ?--- 
My fame is the mark of en vy my love the dupe of treachery 
my glory eclips*'d by th" { taught—my revenge defeated 


And rebuked by the rude ho. ef a ſavage foe—before whoſe 
native dignity of foul T have ſhrunk confounded and ſubdued ! 
Tt would I could retrace my ſteps—I cannot; would I could. 
evade my own reflections —No— thought and _— 

: be [Ait 
| END OF THE EQUETH. Ac. ACT 
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„„ Soo, 


& chick Force the back ground, a Hut almoſt 9 by 


Boughs of Trees—A dreadful Storm, with Thunder and 
Lightning: ee has covered her Child on a Bed of 


Leaves and Mols---her whole appearance is wild and deſtract- 


ed. 


Cora. NATURE! thou haſt not the ſtrength. of love. 


My anxious ſpirit is untired in.its march-my 
wearicd, ſhivering frame, ſinks under it. And, forthee, my 
boy—when faint beneath thy lovely burthen, could I refuſe to 


give thy ſlumbers that poor bed of reſt! O my child! were L 
aſſured thy father breathes no more, how quickly would J lay 
me down by thy dear fide; but down--down for ever. 


(Thunder and lightning] L aſk thee not, u unpitying ſtorm ! to 
abate thy rage, in mercy to poor Cora's miſery ; nor while thy 


 thunders ſpare his flumbers will I diſturb my ſleeping cherub. 


Though Heaven knows I wiſh. to hear the voice of "Jife, and. 
feel that life is near me. But I will endure all while what. . 
have of reaſon holds. 


SO: Is 


Yew. yes, Is mercileſs, then tempeſt dire; „ 
Unaw'd, unſhelter'd, I thy fury brave : 
I'll bare my boſom to thy forked fire, 
| Let ii but g arcs me to Alonzo's grave! 
O'er his pale corſe then while thy lightnings glare, 
Vil preſs his clay- cold lips, and perith there. 
But thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou'tt rile to life and joy, 
Thy father never! 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the TY | Rn 
Unconſcious that eternal EW 
Veils his for ever. 


On yon green bed of mols there lies my child, 
Oh! tafer lies from theſe child arms apart; 

- He ſleeps, ſweet lamb! nor keeds the tempeſt wild; 
Oh! ſweeter fleeps than near this breaking heart. 


Alas! my babe, if thou would'ſt peaceful yo: 
Thy cradle muſt not be thy mother's breaſt. 


Yet, thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou'lt riſe to lite and joy, 
Thy father never ! 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the hglit, 
Unconſcious that terna al night 
Neils his for ever. 


[Thunder and hg : 
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55 PIZARRO 
Cera. Still, ſtill, implacable ! unfeeling - elements! yet A 
do! thou ſleep, my ſmiling innocent! O, death, when wilt 
thou grant to this babe's mother ſich repoſe? Sure 1 may 
| ſhield thee better from the ſtorm ; my veil may 2 
White ſhe is wrapping her mantle and her weil over him, h 
Alonzo's voice is heard at a great «© ONCE | 
Al. Cora ! 
Cora. Hah! ſriſes.] „ | | m 
Al. [again] Cora! | ET ; Dz 
Gora. O, my heart! Sweet Heaven deceive me not !—ls it 
not Alonzo's voice? a | : 
Fl. [nearer} Cora! | 
Cora. It is—it is Alonzo! | 55 . 
A. [nearer ili] Cora! my beloved pe 
Cora. Alonzo ! Here !--- Here !---Alonzs, (runs. cut. 


1 + Enter two Spani/f Soldiers 


# 


1/2 Sol. I tell you we are near our out-poſts, and the word | 
we keard juſt now was ihe counteclign. | N 
24. Sol. Well, in our eſcape from the enemy, to have diſ- | 

cover'd their ſecret paſſage thro? the rocks, will prove 0 lucky 


chance to us—Pizarro will reward us. | = 
T/? Sol. This way The ſun, though clouded, is on our left. X 
(Perceives the child.) What have we here ?—A child !—as Im ia 
a ſoldier. | 0 
24 Sol. Tis a ſweet little babe. Now would it be a great 
charity to take this infant from its pagan mother's power. ES 
1/t Sol. It would ſo.—1 SUIS one at home ſhall play with - ſc 
it Come along. [Takes the child M 
| Exeunt. 


Re-enter Cora with ALONZA. 


; _ 9 Wen as, * 
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Cora. beating æuithout This way, dear Alonzo. Now * 
am I rig t—there—there—under thattoee, Was it poffible the de 
inhinct of a mother's heart could miftake the ſpot ! ! Now will 

; you look at him as he ſleeps, or ſhall I bring him waking wi: ch = 

his full blue laughing eves to welcome you at once Yes—y . 

2 Stand thou there Ill match him from his roſy ſlumber, bluſh= | le 
5 ing like the perfum'd morn. 1 
+ She runs up to the ſpot, and, finding only the mantle and 

Te, 0 ich /he tears from the ground, and the chuld. - PA 
gone. Licks] and Hand. in jpeech leſs agony. 5 


J. (running to her) Cora! my he *art's beloved ! 

Cora. He 1s gone : 

AI. Eternal God 

Cora. He is gone — my child! my chiid! 

Al. Where did you cave him? | . : 

ora. ( Daſhing her/-If on the pot) Here! | 

1. Be calm, beloved Cora; hs has wak d, and crep! to a a 
us. 


ne 
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Kitle Jiftance; we ſhall find him: Are you aſſured this was the 
ſpot vou lef. him in 88 ö 

Cora Did not. theſe hands ak that bed, and ſheiter for 


him? and is not this the veil that covered him ? 


A Here is a hut vet unoblerved. 

Cora. Ha! yes; ves! there lives 1 ſavage that has rob'd 
me of my child Zeats at the door, exclaiming ) tals me 
back my child reſte re to me my boy! 


Enter Las Casas from the Hut. 


. C. Who calls me from my wretched ſlitude ? 

"Cora. Give me back my child! 8 Gees into the hut, and calls } 
Fernando! 

A. Almiphty . do my cyes deceive me! Las Caſas! 

Las G. Aionzo—my belov'd voung friend ! 

Al. My revcr'q inftrutor=-(embracing.} 

Cora. Crefurn d.) Will you embrace this man before he re- 
'Nores my boy? 

Al. Alas, my friend, inwhat a moment of miſery do we mett! 

Cora. Yet his look is goodneſs and kumanity. Good old 
man have compaſſion on a wretched mother---and I will be 
your ſervant while 1 live. But do not, for pity's ſake—do not 
fay, you have him not- do not lay you have not ſeen him 
(runs into the wood.) 

Las C. What can this mean ? 

. Al. She is my wife. Juſt reſcued from the Spaniards? pri- 
ſon, I learn'd ſhe had fled to this wild foreft---Hearing my. 
voice, ſhe left the child, and flew to meet me---he was left 
fleepiug under vonder tree. 1 

Las C. How! did vou leave him? 6 ) 

Cora. O, you are right | right !---unnatural mother, that J 


was---I left my child---I forſook my innocent——but 1 will fy | 


to the earth*s brink, but I u ill find him—/ runs out.) 
Al. Forgive me, Las Caſas, I muſt tollow her: for at nights 
I attem;: brave Rolla's relcue. 


Las Cajas. I will not leave thee Aland er muſt try to 


lead her to the right; that way lies your camp. -Wait not my 
infiem ſteps-—1 follow thee, my friend. _ Eee 


75 SCENE II. 
The Out-Poſt of the Spaniſh -Camp erhe back ground wild 


and rocky, with a Ie ent falling down a Precipice, over 


which a bridge 1s formed by a fell'd Tree. [Trumpets 


Hound wvithout. T 


Almagro. (8 it ho. Bear him along ; his ſtory: muſt be 
falſe. { Entering )' 
RoLLa (in chains) brought in by Soldiers, 
Ro“. Falſe! Rolla utter falſchood! I would I had thee in a 
deſert with thy troop around thee ; and I, but with my ſword 


in cis unſhackled hand! b AT, rumpets without.) Alm. 
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40 h IZ ARRO: 
Alm. Ts it to be credited that Rolla, the renown'd Peruvier 
nero, ſhould be detected like a ſpy, ſculking thro? our camp? 
Kol. Skulking ! 
Alm. But anſwer to the General; he is here. 


Enter PIZARRO. 


Piz. What do I ſce! Rolla! 

Rel. O, to thy ſurpriſe, no doubt. 

Piz. And bound too! 

Rol. So taft, thou needſt not fear approaching me. 

Alm. The guards ſurprited him, paſſing our out poſt. 

Piz. Releaſe him inſtantly. Believe me, I regret this inſult. 

Rol. You feel then as you ought. 

Hiz. Nor can 1 brook to ſee a warrior of Rolla” s fame diſ- 
arm'd: Ac: <pt this, tho' it has been thy enemy 's. (Gives a 
A cpord.) The Spaniards know the courteſy that's due to valour. 

Rol. And the Peruvian, how to forget offence. 

Piz. May not Roila and Pizarro ceale co be foes ? 

Rol. Wen the ſea divides us; yes: May I now an? : 

Piz. Freely. 

Rol. And ſhall I nos again be intercepted ! 

Hir. No Let the word be given that Rolla paſſes freely. 


Euter DavilLLaA ard Soldiers „ with. the Child. 
Dav. Here are two ſoldiers, captived yeſterday, who have 


*<ſoap'd from the Peruvian hold, and by the ſecret way we have 


ſo long "<a red to diſcover. 
' Fiz. S enge. imprudent! Seeſt thou not 3 [Point- 
ing to Lolla. 
Dad. lu their way, they found a P-ruvian child, who ſeems--- 
Piz. Wrat is the i imp to me g. Bid them toſs it into the lea. 
Kol. Gracious heaven! it is Alonzo's child give it to me. 
IIa! Alonzo's child !>Welcome, theu pretty holtage. 
N. w Alonzo 1s again my priſoner ! 
Rol. Thou wilt not keep the infant from it's mother? 


Dig Will LI not ! What, when I ſhall mect Aivazo- in the 


heat of victorious flight---think" ſt thou I ſhall nat have à check 


upon the velour of his þ earts u when ke is reminded that a word 


of mine is his child's Ceath ? 
Kol. I do not underiand you. 
Fir. My veng-ance has a long arrear of hate to ſettle with 
lonzh !---and this pledge may help to-fettle the account. 
Pol. Man! Man !- -Art thou a man ?---Could'it thou hurt 


that innocent! —3y Heaven ! it is ſmiling in thy tace. 


Piz. Tell me does it reſemble Cora? | 
Hol. Pizarro! thou haſt ſet my heart on f. 1 thou do'ſt 
harm that child. think not his blood will ſink into the barren 
fand---No !---faithful to the eager hope that now trembles in 
this indignant heart will rife to the common God of mc 
| Tt . ant 
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2 and humanity, and cry aloud tor vengeance on it's accurs'd 
deſtroyer's Heft.. | : I | 
iz. Be that peril mine. EE 
Rol. (Throwing himſelf at his feet) Behold me at thy feet--- 
Me, Rolla !---Me, the preferver of thy life !---Me, that have 
never yet bent or bow d before created man !---In humble agony. 
I ſue to you---proſtrate I implore you---but ſpare that child, 1 
and I will be your flave. I ' : 
Piz. Rolla} ſtill art thou free to go---this boy An with 
me. | Tb 
| Kol. Then was this ſword Heaven's gift, not thine ! (Seiges 
x the Child)—Who moves one ſtep to follow me, dies upon the 


ſpot. | 
| | | [Fxit, with the Child. 
N Pix. Purſue him inſtantly but ſpare his lite [ Fxeunt Almagro 
| and foldiers.} With what fury he detends himſelf !---Hat--- 
he tells them to the ground---and now-=— | 

. Enter AL MACRO. 


Alm Three of your brave ſoldiers are already victims to 
your command to ſpare this madman's life; and if he once 
gains the thicket | h | Ye 

Piz Spare him no longer. [Exit Almagro.) Their guns 
muit reach him---he*'ll yet eſcape—-holloa to thoſe horte---the 


- 


0 Peruvian ſces them---and now he turns among the rocks- then 

8 is his recreat cut off, N | | 

| (Rolla crofes the wooden bridge over the calarad, purſued by 

De foidiers--they fire at him---a ſhot ſtrikes him---Plzarro 
CXNCIENNS mmm | | 

* Piz. Now! quick! quick! ſeize the child! 

. (Rolla tears from thc rock the tree which ſupports the bridges 


3 and retreats by the back ground bearing off the child.) 
. | Re-enter ALMAGRO. . 12 
Alm. By Hell ! he has efcaped !---and with the child unhurt. 


5 Daw. No- he bears his death with him--Belic ve me, I fa: 
k him ſtruck upon the ſide. „ 
d Din. But the child is ſav'd-Alonzo's child! Oh! the furies 


of ditappointed vengeance? _ 
Alm. Away with the revenge of words—let us to deeds— 


. Forget not we have acquired the knowledge of the ſecret paſs, 
| which through the rocky caverns gloom brings you at once to 
t 2 trong hold, where are lodg'd their women and their trea- | 
ures. a 5 8 | 
Piz. Right, Almagro! Swift as thy thought draw forth 
it I daring anda choſen band; I will not wal 1 Key 
n Almagro! Valverde is inform-d Elvira dies to-day ? _ . 55 
n Alm. He is—and one requeſt alone ſhe | 
ce FF Pix. I'll hear of none. . 


«42 | 8 PIZARRO: 

Abm. The boon is ſmall—tis but for the noviciate habit 
which you firſt beheld her in; ſhe wiſhes not to ſuffer in the 
gandy trappings, which remind her of her ſhame. 

Piz. Well, do as thou wilt; but tell Valverde, that at our A 
return, as his life ſhall anſwer it, to let me W that ſhe is dead. 
by . {Exeunt Jeverally. 


SCENE 1. 


| 4 
| | af Ataliba's Tent. © q 
5 Ester ATALIn A, followed: by Cona and A. | t 
Cora. Oh! Avoid me not, Ataliba! To whom, but to her 
*King, is the wretched mother to addreſs her griefs? The 
Gods refuſe to hear my prayers! Did not my Alonzo fight for 1 
you 2—and will not my lweet boy, if thou'lt but reſtore him 
to me, one day fight thy baitles too? 5d 
Alon. Oh! my ſuffering love my poor heart-broken Cora! 
| —you but wound our Sovereign's feeling ſoul, and not relieve 
; thy own. < 
„ Gora. Is he our Sovereign, and has ke not the power to give 
wy me back my child? 8 
1 Ata. When I reward deſert, or can relieve my people, 1 
feel what is the real glory of a King; when I hear them ſuffer, 
end cannot aid them, I mourn the impotence of all mortal 
power. . 
99õ 65 oice behind) Rolla ! Rolla! Rolla! 
Enter ROLLA, bleeding, w_ the child, follow d by Peruvia:: 
Soldiers. 
Kol. Thy. child! (Gives the child in. Cora arms, and e 1 
Cora. Oh, God - there's blood e von him! 
Rol. Tis my blood, Cor: ! 1 
Alon. Rolla, thou dieſt ! X | e Sha 
Rel. For thee, and Sara 
a Euter OaA W. „„ 
DOrano Treachery. has revealed our aſylum in the rocks.— 
ven now the foe -Mails the peacetul band retired for protection 1 
there. . 
- 41. Loſe not a moment Swords be, quick !—Your wives | 
and children cry to you. Bear our lov'd h. o's body in the ff 
van—'will raiſe the fury of our men to madfeſs. Now, fell 1 » 
| Pizarro, the death of one of us is near ! Away! Be the word 5 
5 of aſſault, Reveng ze and Rolla! [Fvennt. 5 
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„„ | SCENE IV. 
ir... A romantic part of the Recefs among the Rocks={ Alarms) 
J. Women are ſeen flying, purſued by the Spaniſh ſoldiers.— 
} The Peruvian ſoldiers drive the Spaniards back from the field. 
The fight is continued on the heights: 
Enter Piz Axko, ALMAGRO, VALVERDE, and Spaniſb ſoldiers. 
Piz. Well Iif ſurrounded, we muſt periſh in the centre of 
them. Where do Rolla and Alonzo hide their heads ? 
5 Euter ALONZO, Orano, and Peruvians. 
E Al. Alonzo anſwers thee, and Alonzo's ſword ſhall ſpeak 
r For Rolla. — 
n Piz. Thou know'ſt the advantage of thy nombers. Thou 
-dar*ſt not ſingly face Pizarro. 
| Al. Peruvians, ſtir not a man !—be this conteſt only our's. 
e l. Spaniards! —obſerxe ve the ſame. 25 (Charge 
They fight. Alonzo's /hield is broken, od he is beat docun. 
e Piz. Now, traitor, to thy heart! 
7 At this moment Elvira enters, habited as auben Piat firſt 
I beheld her.Pizarro, appalled, faggers back. —Atouzo re- 
ry meas the fg9:, and flays bim, 
al | (Loud ſhouts from the Peruvians.) ) 


AT ALIDA —__ and embraces ALONZO. 


Ata. My brave Alonzo! | | | 5 5 
- Alm. Alonzo, we lubmit. Spare us ! we'will embark, and | 
) leave the coaſt. : 
/ Val. Elvira will confeſs I ſav'd her life; the has ſav'd thine. | 
Al. Fear not. You are late. (Spaniards day down their 
arms.) 
Elv. Valverde ſpeaks the truck z nor could he think t to meet 
me here. An awtul impulſe which 1 my foul could not reſiſt 
impell'd me hither, 


— Al. Noble Elvira] my preſerver! How can I ſpeak what 
m | I. Ataliba, and his reſcued country, owe to thee > If amid 
this orateſul nation thou wouldft remain | 
es Eiv. Alonzo, no!—The deſtination of my future life is 
1 F fix'd. Humbled in penitence, I will endeavour to atone the 
Ml guilty errors, which, however maſk'd by ſhallow cheerfulneſs, 
> have long conſum'd my ſecret heart. When by my ſufferings 
„ Y Ppurificd, and penitence fincere, my ſoul ſhall dare addre's the 
.) 1 hrone of Mercy in behalf of others for thee, Alonzo-for 


thy Cora, and thy child—for thee, thou virtuous Monarch, 
and the innocent race vou reign over, ſhall Elvira's prayers ad- 


dreſs the God of N ture. Valverde, you have preſerved my 
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